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Week & Keel 


. The following Poems are eben 
ed at the requeſt of ſeveral reſpect 
ble Perſons, who, knowing them g 
be replete With original Matter and 
amiable Sentiments, conceived | 
would be a Lofs to ſet the work fl 5 
into Oblivion. The Publiſher ex. 
pe dds the Indulgence of the n 
for ſome trivial Errors which n6 
Wark i is free from, apd ſepgs it inte 
the World under it's W Forn, 


** 
THE | 
P R E F ACE. 


HE Literary World, already furfeited with -ins 

numerable Volumes, woyld loath a Repetition, 
ident a Love of Novelty give a Reliſh to every 
hewProduction: From this deſite of Novelty, ſo uni- 
erfally . inherent in humanNarme, more than from 
ny extra-ordinary Merit in theſe Sheets, the author 
my for the favourable Reception of the candid 
Reader. „ | | 


The Rage of the Critic I am little anxious about; 
Thoſe, who wou'd be thought ſuch by railing at me, 
il}, in the. end, find themſelves diſappointed ; and 
Wc true Critic will have more generofty, than in a 
\Wottite manner to attack the Page, which little Lei- 
Wire hardly permittedit's Author to put into any Order: 
Pho has but juſt cſcap'd hi: Teens; and who, more 
om Intreaty than Inclination, offers the World his 
N., Pucriles. Should the World, in Conſideration 
Wt the above Reaſons, favourably recei e theie -heets, 
chu have my promiſe never more to trouble it 
ich Juvenile Poems ; a> Studies of a higher Nature, 
Pore Advantage, and greater imporiance, call me 
xay from the flow'ry paths of Parnaſſus, o range 
he Repoſitories of the Dead, to lay up Kyowledgs 
r the Ailſtance of the Living, and bc a more ſer- 
iceable Member af Society. —.— 
But I imagine I hear Come ſay, Got the World 
ould Ire have excus d me, ang ſuſfer d no great 
{s, it I had never made public the Private employ- 
icnts of my Poctio Nourt; I gruntit 3- but, had it 


A* 


(vi) Tie ERETASCS 
D 
een ſo, I might ſay, as Mr, Pope did, with mon 
Truch, but not half ſo good à grace, chat then 
5 Tie * orld Had wanted many,an 1cig Song.“ 


Fefides, the Regdęr muff not nſider theſe Poem; 
as the &n ay? d Efforts of Genius. or aeſign” 4 original 
Iv for the Preſs; they were made at differęnt times, y 
Occaſion ofler'd, and ſometimes inten; das a Relax 
ation from ſexerer tiidies; For it will ap pear pain 
to any Q'c, endued with nde e Genius for Poets 
o agreeable. the Tranſition wil! be, rom Studi. 
which jv: zie and 40 and the ade Strength d 
Rca ſon to eſcape to the luxuriant fields of Fancy 
ere Imagination may range at large, give ner 
Vigour to the exhauſted Senſes, 2 d whet the Under 
ſting! ing for the Fete .of "ne more abſtin 
Seck 


dz we a 


But bow aghiea hy the Employment . 
Tore may be, I * re to lay it aſide (tho! t 
but now I begin to perceive Fre Beauties ol it, an 
to be able to write at ud bear to be read) f 
theſe Reaſons. Firſt, T That as | d of am engaged i 
Studi-s'of 3 higher Nature, an attention to Port 
wou engtoſs too much 'of my Im „and. .perhay 
in the Pnd, become, as moft agreeab le Habits 0 
impoſſible to be ſpaken off. Tam Secondly, 

clined to deſiſt. becauſe the Puties bf my 4 66 R 
properly attended, will not #fford'the leiſure, which 
thoſe h mean ho dine 1 in | dozen Fd ; accord 
ing to Ovid; 5 


1 Carmina Seceſſum erben & Oria quzrunt. * 
T0 $ 

And thirdly, dee my Art, which propoſes for i: 

Object. no leſs than the reſervation or Reſtoration 

Health to mapki: 1, ſeems elevated. to fo exalted 


\ 
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The E R EVA & F. (xi) 


i Sohere, that the ſhort Life of Man is ſcaree, or 
14ther not at all ſufficient, to cnable us to attain to a 
pe: ef K nou edge in ſo uſeful Science; how f| org 

ef Ins Duty then muſt ke fall, vho inflead of af du- 

guſſy proſecuting lo divine an Art, ſuffers tie pleaſin 

Employment of Verſe to engroſs all his Time ? Sueß 

alone ſhovid wake it their entire ſtud , who could 

lay with Mr. Pop g, that | 


; 


U 


They left no calling for this idle ttade, 
No duty broke, no Father diſobe) d.“ 

The End propoſed by the Publication of Poems, is 
at once to profit and delioht ; Moral Precepts con- 
vey'd in the agrecable Copionagce of Words, make 
a more lating impreſſion on the memory, than the 
moft elaborate Proſe. How far either of thoſe ends 
bas been anſver'd, every Reader muſt judge for him- 


2cquaintance, as ] erus'd them in mauulcript, ſeem d 
pleas'd, at leaft, if not profited ; whether from a 
friendly paitiality tet the Author, I hall not 
dete hie Fs 


* 


Theſe premis d, I next proceed to give ſome ace 
conni of ihe particular Poems which make up this 


collection. The firſt part of the Life of Joteph, was 


printed in 1762, and was ſo favourably xeceiv's, that 
I was frevail'd upon to add the ſecond part; the plan 
of it was laid in haſte; the Poem finiſned in, the 


greateſt hurry, ang now, notwithſtandvg all it's im- 


Fertections, is made public without any conliderable 


variation ; owing to my eager deſixe to put ag, end to 


a ſtudy, which bas ſo unprobrably taken up ſo much 
of my tim-: The f-rmer Part was uſher d into the 


World er the Patrgnage of my learned Friend | 


elf; thus mach however T mutt ay, that ſuch of my 


( The P R E F A C E. 


and Præceptor, Fame: Gough ; whom I ſhall alwayn ur 
mention with honor; not ſo much for his know lecge nat 
in the learned languages and ſciences, which was very uld 
extceniive; as for his unbiaſſed Friendſhip, univer'al ſh» th: 
Benevolence, and all thoſe amiable Qualities, which ti 
render him þelov'd in the place of his preſent re- ers 
dence, and his abſence lamented, where I was ſo tu 
happy under his Tuition. lo him I dedicated the i 
Primitiz, or Fjrit Fruits of Genius; aſſured, , that I ic 
could not with juftice, fer at any other ſhrige the e 
efforts of thoſe talents, u hich he took care particu- W- » 
larly to cheriſh ; tho he frequently advited, never to e 
Ter them gain too great an aſcendeney over me. In 
a Letter, dated Brittol, 2d Month, the 5th, 1763, 
with which he favour'd me, he acknowledges the 
honour intended him, tho' indeed the honour refle&- MW- © 
ed to mylelf; and among other particulars, ſay s, 
„Vet to beftow much time and pains in Poetry [ Iv! 
« haye experienced to be time, &c, mitapply'd; | 
may we prolecute the wiſeſt purpoſ e,, 


Vit 


- « 'Agendi gnaviter id, quod bn: 
« Acque Pauperibus prodeſt, Locupletibus æque; 
„ Acque neglectum Pueris Senibuſque nocebit. 
8 ro at ut his Ego me ipſe regam ſolerque Elemeontis. 

| VVV Hor. Epiſt. I. 


I ſhall ſay nothing in deſegee of the plan of the Life 
of Joſeph, having ſtrictly adhered to the Seripture 
account, except in a few very immaterial particulars; N 
the moſt material digreſſions are the follawing ; the 
Sage, introduced as anſwering Pharaoh, tho' not 
mentioned by Moſes, was probably in the Court of 
Memphis; and 1 dare lay, very few will be di- 
pleas d at my bringing him upon the ftage, as it gives 
ſomething of an-Epis Air to the Poem. Secondly, 
the Epiſode introduc'd in Part 2d, being Pharaoh's 


« «4 — 
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The PREFACE. Cix 5 


zument to perſuade Joſeph to marry, and propoſing 
gatch to him which the highett noble of Egypt 
auld be proud io accept. Tha, only objection made 
» that, was, that it abounded too much in the del- 
ption, &c. of the ſoft paſſion: But whoever con- 
ers the end of the arguments made ule of vigz. th 
ſuade Joleph to join in the matrimonial ſtate, will 
-Uiv ſec vhy Pharaoh makes uſe of arguments, 
ich xoy'd give ſoſeph the higheſt and at the ſame 
we the. mol}. de ightful idea of that Rate, in which 
wanted to center his happinels; i be objection 
eph ma kes to this, is, that the encumbrance of a 
Wife and Family won'd ohſtruct him in, the due ad- 
gittration of his office. which was that of Viceroy 
Regent of Egypt nder Plaraoh, The imu fei- 
ey of which arguments are plainly fiewn ; and as 
ching ſo ſtrongiy perſuades as provis drawn from 
ing examples, Pharaoh proceeds to relate the lite 
led, encumbred as he was with the affairs of 
- vernment, til by the influence of a wilt Counſellor, 
was prevail'd upon to chaſe a partner worthy of 
bed; who ſo far from being any hinderance to his 
ittant artengdance on the dutics of a good king, 
-] care for the welfar: of his people, that ſhe. 
s th only comfort he experienced, when. fatigued 
h affairs of flate, he retir'd to her; who by her 
-. tle manners an] endearing terdernets, ſoon made 
n forget the toils he had undergone, and reftor'd 
n ſreſh to public cares Any one converſant in 
of our beſt Engliſh Foets, will ſoon find to u hat 
ad my eve, in the Lialogne betweci Pharaoh, and 
„ Yigeroy- 8 ee eee ee 5 
The third materigl variation ſrom the text is in 
-reſents which the Sous of Jacob brought wo Joſeph ; 
A reaſon: for differing from the geri ture acconm T 
all intert here, frum the Univerſal Hiſtory, Val zd. 


(x) The PREFACE. 
Page 470. in the Notes. © it is to be fear'd the 
** generality of our expoſitors have not been ve 
** happy in their tranſlation of the preſents v hid 
Jacob ſent into Egypt: which has induc'd fome 
learned critics of à later date, as Bochart Lt 
Scene &c, to endeavour to give ns à more ration. 

al account of them ſuch as the Honey, Nuts any 
% Almords, which con'd be no great rarities i 
„Egypt, not indeed any of the others, except the 
Balm, which was that of Gilead, and of great 
value all the World over, a ſmali quantity therciorc 
* of that was a preſent worth acce; tance; but as tot 
% Rofin, or Wax, as ſome of our interpreters have 
<« rendered it, it cou'd no: be worth accepting.” 


e Bochart indeed thinks, that it was either Roſin 
or Turpentine, rather than Balm of Gilead ; be. 
cauſe Gilead was on one fide Jordan, and Jacuv at 
ſome diftance from it on the other; but tnat doth 
not prove that there was none to b brought from 
thence on ſuch an occaſion. He adds indeed that 
Joſephus, De Hebraorum Antiquitatibus, affirms 
Balm to have been unknown in Judea, till the 
Queen of heba brough: ſome of it to Solomon, 
from Arabia Falix; but Joſephus may be miftaken; 
beſides, how came Gil-ad to be ſo famous for it 
*« afterwards? he Queen hardly brought the Trees 
with her and if Solomon ſent for them afterwards, 
he wou'd, probably, have planted them near the 
royal reſidence ; but whatever it was, tis plain that 
Roſin and Turpentine eou'd not be worth Joleph's 
accgpting The next is Honey, which was indeed 
very much admired by Jews as well as Gentiles tor 
a delicious food; but, unlels that uf Canaan was 
* better than ordinary, it was hardly a preſent worth 
** tending to an Egyptian prime minitter, ſince tis 
mora.ty impotlible that Country cou'd be without 


The PREFACE. (xi) : 


it. It is more likely, therefore, they were Dates, 
which are call'd by the fame (Debeſh) as the Jewiſh 
Doctors ebſerve, and which, when ripe, yield a 
ſort of Honey not much inferior to the other. The 
Atabians call Dates. Dubeos and the Honey of 
them, Dibo or Dibis to this day; and it is plain 
that J»dea ahounged in Palm Trees of all forts; 
eſpecially about Jericho, if we may believe Joſephus 
and Pliny. The next is what we tranſlate, Spies? 
but the Hebrew Word, (Nekoth) doth rather b6g-; 
nify Storax than Spices; being a precious Aroma- 
tic Gum. that was put into all precious ſpicy Oint- 
ments. Myrrh, or as it i in the original (Lot) is 
rather Stage or Ladanum of the Cha dee and 
Septuagint, the laſt name coming nearer the 
Hebrew Word. 'Tis thought to be the Gum of the 
« Cypreſs Tree, and was one of the Aromatics pꝛe- 
« ſcribed by God to Moſes, Exod. XXX. 34” 


This account of Joſeph 1 ſhall conclude, with ſaying” 
hat I ended the Poem abruptly, in imitation of the 
lad of Homer, and the Aeneid of Virgil. 


The other Poems, which conſtitute the remainder. 
f the Work, were made as occaſions offer'd ; and the 
zreater part, in the eighteenth year of the Author's 
ge. Wherefore the candid Reader will, 'ti« hop'd, 
de generous enough te excuſe the faults, which the 
lghts ef a yeuthful fancy made the Author commit, 
and want of leiſure hinder'd him to correct. The 

ypographical Errors are few, whatever may occur, 
he Reader may cerrect; and if to his mind, moſt. 
ertainly to that of the Author; SHIP 
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To the AUTHOR of the JUVENILE POEMS. 
| From his MOT HE R. 
AlL happy yonth, who, in thy carly days, 
_ 'FhyDaphnelov'd, cauglit her atid won the ba); 
ay they, fot ever green, thy brows ador!. 
Freſh as the Spring and ftagrant as the Morn: 
In fpite of pale-ey'd Evy, may'ſt thou fill 
Climb fteep Aſcents of the Parnaſſian hill; 
( beg your Pardin, Madam ; I ſhall never breuk my ſpins i 
en | ſcrambling up ſo barren a hill agatn) 
And may thy well turn d thought, and taſy rhyme: 
In yonthtul Zoſeph, live to afrer times; 
For-thee thy well Tung fair, the Country Maid, 
hall garlands bind beneath the ipreading ſhade; 
| And Sheb#"s een, but for thy tunetul tongne, 
For ages yet to come; had lain unſung. 
With pleaiure more refin'd Loft petuſe 
"The fix days toil of thy Creativ: Mule, | 
Whiere ſacred hght does new born carth adorn, 
And the firſt day was ſing by ſons of mon. 
he midnight fons of Belial tonch'd with dread; 
In their dark caverns hide the guilty head; 
As Satan touch'd with bright Ithurjel's ſpear, 
In their true likenefs do the Fiends appeat; 
When on the pallid couch, and ſickly bed, 
The blaſted Lilly hangs her drooping h-ad 5 
Machaon's ſons their utmoſt ſxill exe t, 
To guard the human citadel, the heart: 
While each fond parent ftands attentive by, 
o wacch deciſive motions of the Eye 3 
Death, Judgment, Alercy in idea ftand, 
And thou art rais'd by n Almighty hand 
Which with thy thoughts upon the /y/t great dar, 
May never, never ſtem thy boſum ſtray. : 
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H O' Youth may well excuſe the faulty page, 

Aud inexperience may be join'd with age; 
ict when ſome noble theme the Mule purſues, 
Videns our proſpects, and extends our views 
Unſkil'd to flatter, and diſdaining art, 
ihe muſe dares ſpeak the dictates of her heart; 
Twas. ſo of old, when Greece for valour ſhone, 
And deathleſs laurels crow'nd each noble for ; 


Vhether in battle, midft the dire alarms 

Of war he ſhone conFÞicuous, great is Arms 3, 
Or wile in council, when the ſage debate 
Corruption turn'd, to hake a finking ſtate, 
Like freedom's ſon, in caufe of freedom Rood, 
Reſcu'd her laws, or feal'd them with his blood 3 
To theſe the muſe immortal honors paid, 

tem age to age their glorious names corvey'd ; 
For them the ly res vith harmony were frung, 
% deathiels deed: in d athleſs numbers ſung. 


Such 
& 


t 1 ? (hh 3 4 r 
To the AUTHOR of 'the JUVENILE POEMS. 
TAIL happy yonth;/\whs; in thy carly days, 
FThy Daphnelov'd, eauglit her atid won the bazy 
av they, fot ever green, thy btows adorn, - Fd 
Preſſi as the Spring and fragrant as the Man: 
In ſpite of pale-ey d Eirvy, may'ſt thou ftil! 
Climb ſteep Aſcents of the PartiaſMan hill; a 
(1 beg your Pardon, Mudam ; I ſball never breuk my ſpins i 
ſeramblinꝑ up ſo barren a hill aan) 
And may thy well turn d thought, and taty rhy mes ff 
In yonthful Zoſeph.” lie to aſter times: 
For thee thy ell ſung fair, the Country Maid. 
Shall garlands bind beneath the iptedding ſhade; 1 
And Sheb*s Queen, but for thy tuneful tongte, 
For agys yet to come, had lain unſung. 
With pleature more refin'd®Foft peruſe 
The fix days toil of thy Creativ? Muſe, 
Whiete facred hight does trew born carth adoftrig- 
And the firſt day was ſung by ſons of morn. © 
I he midnight ſons of Belial tonch'd with dfeads = 
In their dark caverns hide the guilty head; 
As Satan tuuch'd with bright Icurſel's ſpear, 
In their true Iikeneſs do the Fiends appeat ; © 
M hen on the pallid couch, and ſickly bed, 
Thie hlaſted Lilly hangs her drooping head 5 
Machaun's ſons their ut moſt hill ce t. 
To guard thee human citadel, the hearts © 
While each fond parent ſtands attentive by, 
To waichdecifive motions of the exe N 
Death, Judgment, Marcy in idea ſtand. \ 
And thou art rais'd by en Almighty hand; | 
Which with thy thoughts upon the /u/t great dar, 
May never, never frem thy boſum ſtray. 
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ADDRESSED TO THE EARL OP 
MOUNTRATYH: 
H O' Youth may well excuſe the faulty page, 
And inexperience may be join'd with age; 
Tet when ſome noble theme the Mule purſues, 
Widens our proſpects, and extends our views 3 
Unſbil'd to flatter, and diſdaining art, 
the muſe dares ſpeak the dictates of her heart ;- 
"Twas ſo of old, when Greece for valour ſhone, 
and deathleſs laurels crow'nd each noble ſon; 
Whether in battle, midſt the dite alarms 
Of war he ſhone conppicuous, great is Arms 3 
Or wiſe in council, when the ſage debate 


Corruption turn'd, to ſhake a ſinking ſtate; a | 
Like freedom's ſon, in cauſe of freedom ſtood; 

Reſcu'd her laws, or ſeal'd them with his blood ; 
To theſe the muſe immortal honors fad. 
rom age to age their glorious names convey'd 3 
For them the ly res with harmony were firung, _ 


Aud deathlels deeds in deathleſs numbers lung. 
1 Sack 
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2 JUVENILE POEMS. 
Snch was the Muſe's taſk; and modern time 
Has learn'd the art to celebrate in rhime; 
But oh, how oft the proftituted lay 
Serves bnt to gild the phantoms of a day; 
A Tyrant, whom no civil laws reftrain. 
Or titled noble, haughty, prend and vain ; 
Such themes the Muſe with indignation fr'd, 
With no baſe ends, no partial views infpir'd, 
Rejects diſdainful; lovelier themes appear, 
Such may MOUNTRATH with plcas'd attention heat 
Wrongly we judge the creature truly great, 
Who firuts in all the pageantry of flate; 
Whom wealth and power unlimitted attend, 
Before whoſe nod, a train of courtiers bend; 
Whole limbs repoſe on beds of regal down, 
Or toil beneath the grandeur of a crown; 
Tis not in gilded roofs true greatneſs lies, 
Or domes which on afpiring columns rife ; 
Tis not in ſtrength of arms, or wide domains, 
He's only great, who o'er his paffions reigns ; 
Who can each wild diforder'd wiſh controul, 
And check th* unruly ſallies of the ſoul; 
Whom no inſatiate luſt of power incites, 
(As Tyrants do) t'invade their ſutje&'s rights; 
Nor is he truely great, who at the head, þ 
Of conquering armies, death and famine ſpread; 
Thro' ruin'd Provinces, and vanquiſh'd lands, 
Yet can't his own inord'rate lufts command. 


JUVENILE POE MS. 3 
Elſe ſhould we juſtly call the villain great, 
"ho for immortal fame diſdain'd his fate; 
ho with infatiate luſt of fame inſpir'd, 
ite temple of th' Ephetian goddeſs fird ; 
ie had his wiſh ; for his inglorions name 
I; 8amn'd to endlefs infamy and ſhame. 
Say, Mountrath, where ſhall we tine greatneſs find, 
rom the trim courtier, to the cottag'd hind ? 
Auſt we mankind in every ſtage ſurvey, 
'o find tlie neft, where Phenix like, ſhe lay? 
Ind has true greatneſs, then, ſo rartly been 
n the poſſeſſion of a courtier ſeen ? 


heart 


\liitaken thought! the hero's truly great; 
ho high in glory fix'd his native ſtate; 
nen with pure love for quiet virtue fir'd, 
ntainted from the buftling world retir'd ; 
ls hands untainted, and his boſom pure, 
ram rage and envy equally ſecure; 
>ught for his toils, in quiet liſe, repoſe, 
ov'd by his friends, ſtill dreaded by his foes. 
Thas the great Roman father ſpent his days 
ot in the boſom of inglorious teaſe ; 
| Hit when the camp no more his care demands, 
ith the ſtrong plough he fills his wartiors hands, 
ntented toil'd, his patrimony till d, 
ad ſhar'd the frugal produce of his geld; 


1 


; * CincinnaMus, 


A 2 


His country calls; 9 quits the Ay ll. are. 
March'd to the field, and ſeiz d the ſhining {pca! 


Thus is true greatneſs to no ſtage confin J, 
He's truly great who bears a noble mind; 
Who's ftill the ſame, let fortune {mile or fioun, 
Who daily toils, or bears a maſſy crown. 

Yet, does true greatneſs more conſpieuous ſhew, 
By fortune placed in an exalted view ; 

Which at the helm of ruling ſtates is plac'd, 
With gartcrs, titles, ev'ry honor grac'd ; 
Greatneſs like this, expos'd to public fig, 
Mankind behold with reverence and deli; ht; 
Such greatneſs thy brave anceftors enjoy 'A, 

In each high office of the ftate emjloy'd ; 


Fain won'd the muſe, but ah ! too weak her wi 0 


The fam'd exploits of thy fore-fathers fing; 
In vain wou'd ſhe, the glorious theme eſſay, 


The theme would fink beneath the droo;ing la 


Elſe wou'd ſhe, grateful, the high ſubject dare, 
In peace their virtues, and their deeds in war; 
Sing how in courts their ſteady virtuesſnone, 
Unbiaſs'deſtül, and fav'rites of the throne; 
Or calm, yet reſolute, midſt wars alarms, 
When their dear country's welfare cali'd to arms, 


4 


JUVENILE POEMS: 5 
The SOLDIER's Return. 


"FSFRING of Heav'n, returning Peace reſtores 
Her beſt of biefſings to Enropa's pow'rs, 
Now peaceful joy, to groans of death ſucceeds 
No more in fields the hardy vet'ran bleeds; 
ho for his country, thro' the long campaign, 
Dore all the rigours of the martial plain 
Who void of fear, and with a ſoldier's pride, 
Ile thickeſt terrors of the war deh'd. 
Safe to his friends, who long his ablence movru'd, 
The youth that fought for glory is return'd; 
Refiu'd the camp, reſign'd the bloody field, 
Ail now to peace, and calm contentment yield; 
Safe from the drum's and cannon's ruder noiſe ; 
The tweets of calm ſociety enjoys: 
Where while the wine the chryttal vaſe o'erflows, 
lend every breaft with curious ardour glows ; 
the youthful warrior on the table draws 
Ihe dangers, conquer'd in his country's cauſe 
From field ta field, from clime to clime purlues 
The warring hoſts, and flill his tale renews ; 
Tu admiring hearers, now with joy and pain, 
fee ſeas of blood, and mountains of the flain ; 
Fee harneſs'd thouſands take the quick alarm, 
| Mount in the breach, and gather for the ſtorm, 
3 
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Now with his fingers dipt in wine ſurrounds ' 
The ſon of Gallia with defenſive mounds; Th 
Then ſhews how weak the effort of our foes, — An 
No mounds the ſuns of Britain can oppoſe ; In 
When rous'd to vengeance by repeated wrongs, l 
To whom the right of giving law belongs. At 


Now tell of Brunſwick's glory, Sackville's ſhame, . 
And Minden's plains, till now, unknown to fame; ILe 
Pleas'd on each tale, the youthful hero dwells, | 
While with the g'orious thought his buſom ſwells 


T 
Now from Germania, and the freezing North, N 
To riper climes the hero ruſkes forth; I 
Draws Spain, inſulting, pour her fwarthy hoſt, T 
Embattled thouſands on her ſunny coaſts ; B 
Partner of Bourbon's crimes, by all abhorr'd, 
While Tagus trembles for her rightful Lord; A 
Here fought Iberia, Luſitania there, I 
And here the Britiſh horſe ſupports the rear; i; 


Her potent aid a generous nation ſends, 
Gen'rous to foes and ftedfaft to her friends. 
To tempt new climes ſay ſoldier what could move? 
A thirſt for glory, or thy country's love? 
The maxim that ftill marks a ſoldier's name; 
'© The greater danger, and the greater fame ;" 
Is it for this the daring ſoldier runs, 
To ſcorching deſerts, and to burning ſuns? | 
M acre life's endanger'd every ſtep he goes, 
And climates kill, without the guilt of foes. 


JUVENILE POEMS 
Thus does the hero every toil compleat, 


The various fortune of the war relate; 
And runs the glorious ſcenes of action o'er, 


In which ſo great a part the warrior bore ; 
While on his face th' attentive hearers ftare, 
And now his glory, now his danger ſhare 
And pleas'd demand his ſtory o'er again, 
Loft in a ſweet variety of pain. 


For me my brother, when [| hear thy tales, : 


The love of glory o'er my ſoul prevails ; 
When I behold thy cloſe purſuits of fame, 

I long to be immortal in a name; 

True, when I heard my brother's toils I griev'd 
But almoſt envy'd every wound receiv'd. 


Now fame no more contending nations yield, 


And glory calls not to the duſty field; 
Let me in friendſhip, paſs my halcyon days, 
Bleſt in a brother whom J joy to pleaſe, 


STEELE eeeue 2. 


To N M N & 
TJ: E L L me lovely Laura, where, 
Tell me charming matchleſs fair, 
Where thoſe killing charms do lie, 
For which we J ant, for which we dic? 


7 
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Are they in that lovely face, 
Fraught with every modeſt grace; 
Or does this heav'n of beanty lie, 
Within the circle of that eye? 

Ts it that ſhap-, that mein, that air, 
That ſet fo exquiſitely fair; | : 
Combind, they ſuch enchantments prove, 
That all who but behold muſt love ? 

In vain the limits of that face, 

In vain thoſe rolling eyes I trace, 
No tongue can tell, nor heart can know, 
A ſingle charm to wound us ſa. 
But all united (like the rays, 
Of Phabus in meridian blaze, 


Prawn to a point,) they ſtronger prove, 
| Implicitiy e love. | 


C 


To LAS U RA. 


Why 1s ſuch beauty, ſuch a ſoul, confin' d 
To the ftern checks of an obdurate mind! 
So beauteous all, hard-hearted can you prove, 


7 ae e eee Hl . N 


UI tell me lovely Laura, why in vain 
So form'd to eaſe a wretched loyer's pain? 


You' re made to pleaſe, and why not pleaſed to love! 


All Tdefire is one kind ſmile from thee: 
A ſmile mult calc, or death muſt ſet me ſree, 


# 


ADVERTISEMENT. © 
The tranſluliin of this and ſome other Poem, from the 
eriginal languege, has engaged ſeveral gentlemen zealous 
Fr the hanor auu antiguily of their reſpective countries, in 
Hilputes concerning the country uf the author. However, 
uftzr a multiplicity of ſtrong arguments, drawn from a ſtritt © 
r.ſzarch into the records of his country, à gentleman of Li- 
merick, has proved beyon { a poſſibility of contradi tion the = 
«il bor and heroes of theſe pen, Iriſh.” Firſt becauſe our 
/1/tories mention them as ſuch ; ſecondly begauſe the Scots af 
Ireland nude no congueſts of note in Albany (or Scotland) 
rt centuries after, as Freten aud domellic cotemporary 
«rs offirm. aud thirdly, becauſe by the: confeſſion of 
}4c”Pherton himſelf, be tramſlator of theſe 272 from the 
„ri gindd, and why may d. ſer pedly be {{il*d the qe 
thier aguinft unc ntroverted futts,) the Triſh of Scotland. 
/r:ſoro'd ns ennals fr ſume centuvies aſter their ' cmqueſt 
of Scotland, #4// Fordun, one of their earlteſt wruers, 
came ow purpoſe to Ireland, ts inve/ligatg their true origin, 
Notwithſtanding I fand juffieiently convinced f Mc” 
Ther ſon's re # in Erting the author and poems to 
bf Scotland. yet bare I retain u the names impos'd by bim , 
whof.r Oiline writes Olthan. for Fionne Mac Comhat, 
} ingal, Oc. megrly becauſe they ſeem ta ſound better in an 
Engifth verfofication; in which I haus en deuvour d 10 .“ 
here to the beautiful idiums, and to muintain the ſimple ſub- 
[ mit» of the orig.nal. *Twere well, wou'd ſome able pen 
redeem thiſe Pune from the dull wel gh of @ froſe tranſlati- ; 
on, _y enrich them with the additional charms of ſound and 
me ture . 5 „ ce we 
T be ſabject of the prem is this ; Fingal ting of Selma, 
ſends hrs fon Ofhan, and Toſcar ſon of Conloch, ts raile 
u m:nument to 2 tuate tte memory d victory obtain'd 
by him on the banks of Crona. Car-ul invites them by a 
Hard 9 oſcar ſalli in love with Colna- dona 
Car · ul's daughter, who conceived a mutual dqſcli far 
him, and E; be fortunately diſcover d at a hunting party . 
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A POEM written originally in the Iriſh language. trans- 
lated © by Mr. e and verſified by the 
Author. | 
WV HERE troubled ſtreams hay * Col-amon's 
* courſe, | 
Which thro' the diftant vales renews i force; 
W here ſpreading trees the muddy waters hide, 
And Car-u.'s halls reſound the murmuring tide ; 
Adorp'd with every charm of mind and ace, | 
Bright f Colna-dona dwelt, of royal race; 
Her rolling eyes, as lovely and as bright, 
As te inkling ftars which light the freezing night, 
White were her arms, as ſeam where currants meet, 
And break their waves againſt the rough rock's feet; 
As ocean heaves when winds forget to blow- 
So roſe her boſom, and it roſe as flow; 
Her ſoul fo pure, and ſo tranſcendent bright, 
Each eye was blafted at the ftream of light ; 
What maid like her cou'd ſuch ſoft Faſſions move? 
Or who like her be call'd, he heroes love ? 
The king commands: we mov'd to f Crona's ſhore 
Whoſe 5 waters thro? the yallice roar 
\ 


\ 
2 FP. N A 4 Oh * 
* 


— 


n 


* Col- amon ſi Wy 21, the narrow river, 


1 Colna- dona, daughter of Car-ul, ſignifies the love of 


heroes. 


1 * the name of a river, ſignifies murmuting | 
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t Toſear, who came from graſſy Lutha's field. 

And * Offian, young as yet to ſword and ſhield; 
'Thuze bards attend to raiſe the tuneful ſtrain, 
Three ſhields were born before us on the plain; 

t Fingal commands to rear th' hiſtoric flone, 

To make his deeds to future ages known; 


For on its banks the hoftile blood he ſhed, 
And bold invaders in diſorder fled. 5 


Deſcending night conceal'd the mountains round: 8 


When reach'd the place for former deeds renown'd, 

A deep fang'd Oak, I, near the murmuring ſtream, 

Uptore ; and with it rais'd the bick'ring flame; 

Invok'd my fathers from their airy hall, 

And clondy miſts, to hear their Oſſian's 1. 

For at the ſwelling glory of their race, 

Their viſage brightens, and renew' their face, . 
While tuneful bards, the deeds of Fingal praiſe, 

A craggy rock, I from the river raiſe, 

Curlded in its ooze the hoftile blood was hung, 

While 8 Ullin's harp. en the night's ſhade ſung ; 


** 


W 


* Ofian, ſon of Fingal, and ee of the poems, | 
1 


enen ies on the banks of the river Crona. 
An alluſion to the tenets of theſe times, which held, 


1 72 Son of Conlock. 


winds. 
34 * e 
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o perpetuate the vidtory obtain'd by- Fingal over his 


that the ſouls of n heroes, inbavited the 0 and | 
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(Now fa I'n, and now with higheſt rapture fill d, 
At intervals) I rais'd the boll, ſhield; | 
In the torn earth a dagger Toſcar laid ; 

A mail of ſounding | fteel the baſis made 
Around the ſtone the crumbling earth he rears, 
And bade 1 it tell this tale to future years. 


Tell. oo dangüter of the flood O! ſtone, 
Jo times unborn, and ages yet unknown; 
* Sneak to the feeble, and this ſtory trace, 
When no remains are found ot * Selma's race; 
When from the night of hail and fleecy ſnows 
* The traveller, by thee, ſhall ſeek repole ; 
Thy ruftling moſs ſhall ſhade his ſun- beat brow z 
And #&ionary years appear, which we ſee now; s 
* Th! embattled field ſnall raiſe with new ering 
* And kings deſ.end, inclos'd in temper'd arms; 
he duſky maon ſhall from her heaven dip, 
* And morning dreams diſturb his troubled ſleep ; 
While to his view the tambs of heroes riſe, | 
f And warriors fall'n ſalute his opening eyes; 
* Then ſhall he aſk, the hidden cauſe to know, 
17 While ſages anſwer, with a head of ſnow. 
. Oſſian.; a chief of former years, did raile, 
5 This ſtone memorial of his father” $ praiſe.” &; 
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* Lo! Car-vls bard, (whole hoſ; itable board 

Receiv'd the ftranger, with abundance ftor'd) 

Invites to halls, where Colna-dona dwells; 
Jo feaſts of monarchs, and to feaſts of Shells, 

Car-ul we ſeck, ſoon Firgal's ſons obey d, 

And Toſcar long'd t to ſeg th” enchanting maid; 
There Car ul ſate ; ; his ſoul with tranſport fills, 
When ſons of ſellow heroes he beheld 3 
* Cons of the brave, he ſaid ; who now reſtore 

* The days of old, v tiich [ have known belore ; 

* When firlt I parted from the wat'ry road, | 
o Selma's vales, with numerous freams o'erflowed 
* Duth-mocan-glos, my foe I kept in view, 

* Who ſvift as wind upon the waters flew, ; 

© By Clutha's windi, 8 vale the conteſt roſe, 14 
* There the ſons met, for either fire were foes; 1 

* To ſea at length he takes his laft reſource, 

My ſpreadi: 8 fails accelerate my courſe; 

* Loft in the night, I made for Selma's ſhades, 

* Renown'd for monarchs, and b'en bolom'd maids z 
« There Fingal met me with the lorgs of bards, 

« Conloch whoſe ſteel no human forge awards; 

© Three days the hall, receiv'd the royal feaſt, 
And t Fain s azure eps delight the gyctt ; 3 
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| © t Roſcrana too, from greateſt heroes ſprung, 

* Whom Fery bard of + Cormac's race have ſung ; 

Nor quite forgot, did Car- ul thence depart 

They gave their ſhields as tokens of their hearts; 

Which now, ſuſpended hung in Car-uls hall, 

And you tlie deeds of former times recall.“ 
Thus Car-ul ſaid, and placed the feaſts of oak, 

And from our ſhields the burniſh'd boſſes broke; 

Then laid in earth, and plac'd the laſting tone, 

To tell the tale to people yet unknown, 

When our ſons on the edge of battle rage, 

And adverſe meet, in anger, to engage; 

Perhaps, when this memorial tone they ſee, 

* They'll turn their ſpears, and think on you and me; 

And ſay, with brow ſerene, and placid face, 

*« Have not our father's laid this ſtone in peach 
Touas night, and Colna- dona graceful mov'd, 
The airy dance, and as ſhe mov'd we lov'd; 

Mix'd with the harp, her ſofter voice we hear, 
More graceful and more pleaſing to the ear; 
Her ſable ringlets down her ſhoulders play'd, 
Toſear in ſilent rapture cy'd the maid ; 

Her image ruſh'd upon his troubled ſon], 

As ſun-beams darting on the waves that roll; 
When heaving ocean does it's force receive, 
Bright'ning and trembling on the foaming wave. 


o 


I Roſcrana, m.ther of " Offian © 8 
1 Cermac, one of Fingal' predecefſars, 


—— — 


JUVENILE POEMS, 15 
Then vorn arriv'd, we Car-uls hall ſorſake, 
To beat the thicket and the ruttling brake; 
Eager we hung upon the path of game, 
The Roct fell poſtrate by the wonted ftream ; 
Thro' Cr one's vale returning from the chaſe, 
We m-t {1 youth, with an enchanting face; 
His leſt : ſhield, a pointleſs fpear his right, 
Sultains ; and from the wood direQs his flight ; 
© Whene e, Toſcar cries, from graſſy Lutha's vale, 
* Wheng © is the flying beam? relate thy tale; 
Are all at ftreamy Col-amen at calc? 
Does s ought diſturb bright Colna-dona's peace? 
* By C'ol-amon, whoſe Areams roll dark away, 
The )f uth replies, bright Colna-dona lay 
She lay ; but now the deſart marks her courſe, 
* Seiz'd by the king's bright ſon's ſuperior force ; 
He, wh ole young ſoul, inſpir'd at beauty's call, 
* Engag? 4 her wiſhes in her father's hall.“ 
© Teil me thou ftranger, 'Toſcar thus reply'd, 
* Mark'f : thou his courſe? or know'lt thou ought beſide 
* The Warrior falls, and by this vengeful arm, 
Give ne that boſſy ſhield nor think of harm.“ 


The it eld he ſeiz d, when fair behind it roſe 
A virgin s breaſt like unimprinted ſnows ; / 


4 


4 


Or like a ſwan's white boſom when it leaves ve 
The tree nbling ſurface of the rolling waves; h | 
'was C olna dona, whoſe blue eyes had roll'd, i 
On Toſi ar's charms, and now her paſſion told, 
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Ti DING: F:ASER; 


" AVINIA, onee the praiſe of every tongue, 
The gay Lavinia, þcautifnl and your'g 
Acmird, adorn'd with every modeft grace, 
Joy fluſh'd her cheeck, and beauty deck'd her face ; 
In vain,—at once her charms all ceaſe to bloom, 
And death untimely, calls her to the tomb, 
As on the bed the dying fair was laid, 
Her hand cou'd ſcarce ſupport her droopirg head, 
From her pale cheeks the wonted bluſhes tty, 
Her eyes forgot to roll, the faded roſes dit; 
Earth ſhe forſak es, to Hea v'n extends her view 
And every friend, had bid theirlaft adieu; 
Alone Philander by her ſide remain'd, 
Gr oan'd as ſhe groan'd, and as ſhe ſigh'd co-mplain'd, 
Her faults (it faults the fair one had) excuſed, 
1alk'd hard of Heav'n and providence acct's'd, 
For her he lov'd, of all her lovers, beſt, h 
And ſhe the lovlieſt maid that ever youth addreſs'd, 
Twixt life and death, now time uncertain hung, 
The quiv'ring accents dy'd upon her tongue; | 
Philander watch'd her panting hard Tor breath, 


(Cove made him watch) and ſaw th' approach of death 


Then ſcreaming loud, flew from the fair one's fide, 
Aud frantic, © Heav'n, is this thy juftice, * cry'd; 
* Con'd pray'rs fo conftant, vows ſo ardent fail ; 

* And is it thus the lover's ſighs prevail, 


— 
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And cou'd no form leſs charming, ſatisfy 
" The tyrant death! and muſt Lavinia die!“ 


The dying beauty op'd her halt-clos'd eyes, 

£c0n.28 the heard her dear Philander's ſighs! 

* Ceale, deareft youth, the will of Heav'n to blame, 
Or *gainſt impartial providence exciaim ; 

* Youth, beauty, wealth, are impotent to ſave, 

* When Heaven ſummons to the dreary grave; 
Jo it's eternal will I die reſign'd, 

Cou'd I but leave Philander bleſt behind; 

Dear youth I kept thee my affections free, 

And ſcorn'd the brighteſt youths compar'd to thee; 
* The! death is here, yet ſtill my boſom arms; 

* Fain would Igive thee all my virgin charms ; 
But Heaven forbids; and I muſt fate ſuffill, 


* Oh! te Philander bleſt and happy ftill !”? 
She ſpoke ; her ſpirit upward took it's way, 


Her ſoul unſpotted, ſonght the realms of day; 

As ftatues formed with the niceſt care, 

But ſeem to breathe, and draw the vital air; 

So, Rruck. the lover flood; no motion left, 

Of ſpeech of thought, of every ſenſe bereft, 

At length excet> of giict an utterance gain'd, 

he lover figh'd and groan'd, and thus comp lain'd; 
* She's gone — for ever from my arms ſhe's fled, 
he dear Lavinja's number'd with the dead; 
And do 1 live? hard laws of nat! re chain 


Me to this earth, to diag a life of pain, 


ne” 5. 
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© No joy, no bliſs, on earth remain for me, 
I ſcorn them all, dear maid depriv'd of thee ! 


c 


Why was no time for mutual converſe given, 
Or why fo ſhort the hard decree of Heav'n? 
A thouſand tender thoughts my tongue eſſay'd, 
Let twice ten thouſand more I left unſaid; 


* Time now forbids. —Thon deareft maid adieu, 
With thee farewell each bleſt enjoyment too. 


XC 
{RY Ä 
N the ſweet bonds of ſacred fri:ndſhip join'd, 
L In every hope, in every wiſh combin'd, 
Mine be the friendly taſk, to friendſhip due, 
Comfort to give —— cou'd I receive it too! 
Mira, to thee the ſacred verſe I ſing, 
To thee the muſe her choiceſt lays would bring: 
Bid in thy breaft each warring paſfion ccaſe, 
And lull thy anxious boſom into peace. 
Bleft in thy choice, with thy Cleander bleſt, 
With every balm of virtue ſooth thy breaſt, 
No more let viſionary thoughts affright, 
Or damp the future proſpe&t of delight: 
Secure in him, whole love unalter'd ftands, 
Who eager waits till hymen join our hands. 
Mira, believe the friend, whoſe warm defires, 
For Mira's happineſs theſe thoughts inſpires; 
That mutual yows 'twixt conſcious lovers giv'n, 
Are ſign'd, and ſeal'd, and ratifi'd in Heav'n. 


—— — — — — 
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No ſudden guſt of paſſion raiſed the flame, 
No luſt increas'd, nor int'reft guides its aim; 
But on the bale of ſolid virtue fix'd, 


Your hands, your ſouls are intimately mixt. 


He {aw thet virtuous; every paſſion mov'd ; 

He ſaw thee lovley; and immenſely lov'd ; 

On thy pure breaſt each ardent vow was laid; 

And every vow an ardent kiſs repaid, 

How, Mira, did thy panting boſom beat? 

How glow'd thy cheeks with an unuſual heat? 

When eager claſping in his longing arms, 

i”. prels'd thee, ripe in all thy virgin charms ; 

Waen, ſighing, on thy riſing breaſts he lay, 

And loſt in raptures, fightd his foul away! 

Mira, thus blet, no more of fate complain, 

Nor zack thy thoughts with an imagin'd pain; 

Leave that tur me, ſuch thoughts alone are mine, 

They ſuit not love which meet return like thine; 

Leave me to bear the ſhock of inward grief, 

Leave me to curſe my life, nor hope reliet; 

Be every ſhare of cruel fat- my lot, 

Let me be hatcd, wretched, cr forgot; 

Or let me think in vain of what is paſt, 

And be this moment of my life the laſt! 
Mita, no more for love I tune the firing, 

No more of love, or love affairs 1 ſing; 

his tlie laſt tribute of the muſe I pay, 

This i y laſt off'ring at thy fect I lay; 


— 
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Since my ſhort life muſt be unhappy too, 

To love, to friends, to verſe I bid adieu. 
S#$$4$44$4+4444+++44 
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(; I'VE mea wiſe ſaid I, imploring Heaven, 

_T But let me paint her, e're I wiſh her giv'n ; 
Let hce have beauty, gracefulneſs, and eaſe, 
Fit in each ſhape, and every form to pleaſe; 
Smart to reply, for every converſe fit, 
Let her, kind Reaven, enjoy a ſhare of wit; 
Yet in ſuch bounds her talents to confine, 
That they may'nt blaze intenſely bright. but ſhine. 
Learn'd let her be, willing with me to pore, 
(Yer muſty books, and tell paſt ages o'er, 
Or if indulgent Heaven wou'd grant my choice, 
Let her in melting lays employ her voice ; 
The force of trne pathetic phrenzy know, 
And in her dear enraptur'd boſom glow z 
© But i£to charms cf body, and of mind. 
« A fortune equal to herſelf be join'd,” 
Grateful, the bleſſing comes ; unlook'd for, ſent, 
But give her virtue, and [£11 be content. 


FFF 
To L 4 U A. ſrom the country. 
WA HATEYES charms the country yields, 
1 hey've no delights for me, 


I late the lawns, and verdant fields. 
When abſent, lovely maid, from thee, 
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Tho' every creature here contends, 
To give my foul delight ; 

I hate the converie of my friends, 
Not bleſs'd in Laura's ſight. 


Ev'n yefterday, two lovely fairs 

Did all their wit employ ; | — 
They talk d, they ſung enchanting airs; 

In vain, to give me joy. 


Inſipid was their ſprightly talk, 
Which on my thoughts intrude 
1 from the joyful party walk, 
And plunge in ſolitude. } 


There did I oft thy name repeat, 
And claſp'd the empty air, 

Then flew, diſguſted with my fate, 
Poor Laura was not there. 


Let poets tell of bubbling ſprings, 
And paint the ſhady grove; 
To me they're all unheeded things, 
| When abſent from mv love. 5 
No longer ſhall the flow'ry plain, 
Not the refreſhing ſhade, 
From all that's lovely me detain 5 
Thou love inſpiring maids 


wa. 1 5 >. 
— — — — — 
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Tu ſhun this undifturb'd retreat, 
Theſe rural ſcenes I'll fly; 
And ſeek a more indulgent fate, 
Beneath my Laura's eye 
eee 
TS ‚ D O N 4. 
On Her ODE, to VIRTUE, &c. 


We allow'd you Beauty, and we did ſubmit 


To all the Tyrannies of it ; 
Ah! cruel Maid, will you depoſe us too in Wit? 


| CowLEYs 
HE ladies of our iſle confin'd too long, 


Their ſhining talents to ſome idle ſong ; 
Too modeft on Pindaric heights to ſoar, 
They ſeiz'd a witty thought, and ſought no more; 
With love franght ſonnets, fill'd the ſounding page, 
Nor dar'd the labors of heroic rage. 
But hark! a riſing genius prunes her wings ; 
"Tis Carter's voice! or Muſidora ſings ! 
See virtue painted, with a critic's care, 
Beneath her forming pencil grow more fair; 
See vice dejected, yield her whole pretence, 
O'erthrown by wit, by modeſty, and ſenſe. 
While themes like this her preſent hours engage, 
And kindle ſoftneſs into noble rage; 
While Maſidora's tow 'ring muſe diſdains, 
The ſongs of ſhepherds, and Arcadian ſtrains 
How will maturer [az s, and great deſig: +, - 
Glow in her then gbte, and glitter in her lines ? 
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But let not praiſe offend thy ſober ear, 5 


Who moſt deſerve, are yet leaſt pleav'd to hear: 

A youth, the meaneſt of the muſe's train, 

Wou'd gladly fing thy praile, but ftrives in vain; 
As much the theme tranſcends his feeble lays, 

As night's pale moonſhine yields to Phæbus' rays. 


SOONER 
Th N K „T M b. 


A Daring ee 
Of all Earth's Madmen moſt deſerves a Chain. 
Young. 
ILLARIO long in every * 


Of ev'ry vice had trod; 
Provok'd the eternal will to wrath, 


And mock'd a bleeding GOD, 


From cares retir'd, a vacant hour 
Invited to the mead ; 

Where verdant branches form'd the bow'r, 
And ſpread a grateful ſhade. 


Secure in Czlia's arms he lay, 
(A Virtne-loving dame) 
When Phabus ſhone a fainter day, 
And, ſhot an evening beam.. 


o wand'ring breeze diſturbs the ſky, 8 8 

Nor moves the tepid air; . 
pudden the darting lightnings fly, 
And forked ſulphur glare, 


4 


| | - 
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Affrighted Ce ia, pale with fear, 

To her Hillario eries : 


Guard me, my love, amidft this war, 
„This conflict of the ſkies.” 


Hillario heard thi affrighted fair, 
And ſmiling thus reply'd ; 

Whom flow'ry learning taught to err, 
And fiil'd his foul with pride, 


9 
e How weak are female fears to dread, 
«© The terror; of the ſtorm; 
« Which guiltleſs flies o'er C lia head, 
*« Secure from every harm!“ 


© When thoſe who ſearch in nature's laws, 
„With pleaſure hear it roll; 
0 Pleas'd to unfold the ſecret cauſe, 
And charm th' expanding ſoul.” 


% Which to it's native origin flies, 
© To earth confin'd in vain ; 
« Attempts the ſcats above the ſkies, 
% And drops its cacthly chain, 


«© They ſee, in pleaſing wonder fixt, 

© The elemental rage, | 
« Where ſubſtances, -in diſcord mixt, - 
. In {u}plyrous war engage." 
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They own the bolt a lawleſs pow'r, | 
Which at the firſt began; 
Nor think that Heav'n, of bliſs ſecure, 
« Regards th' affairs of man.” 


je ſaid, and further ſpeech prepar'd, 
_  Suggefted by his pride; 
ndden the hidden bolt appear'd, 
And tore her from his fide. 


black”ned corſe his Cælia lies, 
And ſulph'rous ſcents exhales; 


e noiſome ſtench invades the ſkies, 
And loads the tainted gales. 


alf dead with terror and furpriſe, 
At th' unexpected change; - 
om fene to ſcene th' idea flies, 
His thought in tumult range. 


proud, diſdaining yet to yield, 
Maintains the doubtſul war; 

i nearer thunders ſhake the field, 

And fiercer lightnings glare. 


ading the fate which Cælia found, 
When dangers nearer drev;; 
pats'd u hom Celia's ghaftly wound; 
Almoſt unmov'd cou'd view. | 
vine'd, he drops his tow'ring pride, 
And own'd the one ning giy'ag 
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The bolt a lawlels pow'r deny'd, 
And prais'd indulgent Heav'n, 


Web dba db ehoodb eo odb dues 
IMAGINATION. 


Ne did pale Cynihia, with a glimmering ray, 


And fainter light, fucceed the God of day, 


In her celeſtial azure ſplendor drels'd, 

To bring the ſweet viciſſitude of reſt ; 

To all ſhe brought it; but the lover's eyes 
No ſoporif'rons ſlumber con'd furpriſe; 

All trifling ſounds his wakeful cars invade, 
And every ſhadow ſhews the charming maid; - 
His fancy, ready every thing to feign, 

(but chiefly that. which moſt creates his pain) 
Brought to lis waking eyes a beauteous ſight, 


More daring than the noon-day blaze of light; 


So bright, ſo beautiful, ſhe ſeem'd to be, 
Another Venus riſing from the ſea, 

Her blooming beauties now appear fo gay, 
They baniſh night, and make of night a day; 
1 but half ſee, not able ftraight to gaze, 

The owl thus winks at Sol's meridian blaze; 
Nor had my faultring tongue the pow'r to tell 
My racking thoughts, but on my face I fell, 
Proftrate ; in filent numbers I adore, 
And felt ſuch pain, none ever felt before. 
Ihe prieſt at Delphos, when the God inſpir d, 
And with prophetic { ſoands his boſom fir 2, N 


R 
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Ne'er felt emotion halt ſo gieat as mire, x 
Aw'd by the charms of beauty ſo divine; 
Oh, had he ſeen, the bright, the charming maid, 
%ft love had been in every word he ſaid, 
At length, and by degrees, I ra's'd my face, 
My folding arms her tender feet embrace; 
My touch prophane the beauteous goddels deign'd, 
(I 10uch'd, or ſo, at leaſt, my fancy feign'd,) 
And now my fancy made me think her waitt, 
Cloie folded in my circling arms held faſt; — 
But why ſhou'd pleaſure fo extatic, be 
Enjoy'd ſo long, by ſuch a wietch as me? 
For what I now held infinitely dear, 
Eſcap'd my hold, and vaniſh'd into air, 
However be imagination ſtrong, 

It can't retain the darling object long; 
So vaniſhes what mortals hold moft dear, 
1] he greateſt joys of ſhort duration are. 

>< >< up dvechs Fn de 


On the Dethbof GENERAL WOLFE, 
Il ho was kild at the Siege f QUEBEC, 


R. Britons riſe ; revenge the hero's fall; 
Great IA ot to Britain, does for vengeance call 
The hero's gone, O Britain ſee! 
The pall d ghoſt looks up to thee! 
See the great man, in fields of death, 
In Pritain's cauſe reſigns his breath; 
And while in agony he lies, 
Revenge, revenge, the dying hero cries} | 
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Great Britain's glory was his only aim, 

For her he won immortal wreaths of fame; 
O then let grateful Albion raiſe, 
Immortal trophies to his praiſe ; 
To H'olfe ; victorious name; may he 
For ever live, who died for thee ; 
Britons, revenge the fatal day, 

In Gallic gore an annual tribute pay. 


Nor be thou ſilent in his praiſe O muſe, 
His 2 actions for thy ] heſes chuſe; 
And vich the ſounds of thy ſweet lyre, 
Do thou each Britiſh breaſt inſpire; 
Eager for glory make them dare, 
Thie horrors of Canadian war; 


Like Wolfe, who great and fteadfaft ſtood, 


While rivers rourd him flow'd of Gallic blood. 


Great Wo!fe, whoſe martial ardor always ſought, 


The bloody ſpot where fierceſt legicns fought ; 
Accept the tribute of a lay, 
The only debt the mule can pay ; 
Let every muſe in ftrains of praiſe, 
His name to height immortal raiſc; 
And every Briton, him proclaim, 

Who liv'd in glory and who dy'd in fame 


Immortal IWel*, my utmoſt wiſh to be. 
Alike in glory, or to fall like thee. 


* 
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KI LI A, addreſud to Miſs BRERETON, 
HILE Windtor lives in Pope's immortal lines, 
And ev'ry charm with added luftre ſhines; 
day, Nilia, ſhall thy native muſe forget, 
i hy cool receſſes, and thy green retreat ? 
Firſt in thy ſhades I form'd th unpoliſl'd lay, 
And now the debt, which nature bids, I pay, 
Let othe:s from the fair Caftalian ſpring, 
Invoke the muſe to aid their darling ftring ; 
On £Az1a"s plains my heiicon I find, 
The graces too, and muſes ever kind; 
1o theſe I call, for theſe attempt the ſong 
To them each grace, and ev'ry charm belong, 
But chiefly you, with ev'ry virtue fir'd, 
Deign to attend the lay which you inſpir'd; 
Brereton, in whom exalted beauty proves, 
Implicit pow'r, and ſtill commands our loves; 
Your's is the lovely theme, and your's the lay, | 
What heart, when you command, refuſcsto obey? 
If e'er the immortal gods (as poets feign) 
From Heaven deſcended on the rural plain ; 
Sure then theft plains were made the bleſt abode, 
The calm retreat of ſome terreſtrial god. | 
Whate'er the muſe of fam'd Theſſalia wrote, 
Or Tempe's plains in{pir'd the poet's thought ; 
Whate'er Lenconia's fertile vallies yield, 
. Whole ſoil ſpontaneous, yields its ſtore untill'd; 
Such bleſſings nature's laviſh hand combin'd, 
Such ſweets, ſuch joys, * Aiſiun plains we find; 
2 f 3 | 


— 
* 
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Kere ſpring eterna reigns, eternal May, 

Woods ever green, and vales for ever gay; 
Nor leis adorn'd leſs gay th' aſpiring hills, 


From wude high ſummits pour a thouſand rills. 


If jocund ſport delight the rural race, 
To beat the thicket and provoke the chaſe; 
Here the fly fox intent on rapine ftcals, 
Down the fteep hills, or ſcouis along the vales; 
While the ſagacious beagle tries each pals, 
And runs the robber in the tainted graſs. 
Or, if to angie, after freſn'ning rain, 


You ſe:k the brook, and quit the ſportive plain; 


Here finny nations, an unnumbred brood, 
Live in each ſtream, and drink ct ev'ry floud. 
Or, if to meditation more inclin d, 
You chuſe to pleaſe the contemplative mind ; 
Here's air, pure as Oxonian ſtudents have, 
And groves as placid as the nountide eve; 
Each pleaſing ſcene ſo formed to inſpire, 
And fill the breaſt wich true poetic fire, 
Yes, Kiiia, in thy ſhady Groves I drew 
The firft Portrait my Infant Pencil knew; 
And now thy bleflings in maturer ftrains 


Attempt to ſing, the pleaſures of thy plains ; 
But theſe are obvious to th* unpractis'd eye, 
And all with eaſe thy outward beauties ſpy; 
Eut who cin tell, or gueſs the ſocial j joy, 


Which thy glad ſons in endleſs round employ; 


/ a td BETS 
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When joyous o'er the ſparkling glaſs, the foul 
Bids ev'ry care yield to the genial bowl; 
When friendly to each other they repair, 
And drown in wine cach {ouce of thought and care. 
Put, oh ! my mule, u hat numbers wilt thou bring 
Superior Ci.arms of Kilian plains to ſing; 
Vain is th' attempt, and vain i eſſay to tell 
Kilmartin's charms, v here all the graces dwell : 
Where all that's lov. ly, good, or fait unite, 
Chief ſeat of joy, and harbour of delight; 
O'cr u livie gay law ns the lovely charmers rove 
Good as they're fair, and fiill commanding love; 
How often has the ſlighted youth belield, 
(When ev. ning cool invited to the field, 
Ihe lovely maid) reftrain'd by ſacred awe, 
Himſelf unſeen, his Soul's dear idol ſaw ; 
How at the fight his panting boſom warms ; | 
Heavens! how he gaz'd with rapture on her charms, 
Silent he ftood, as it transhx'd, nor dare | 
T: e ſecret paſſion of his ſoul declare. 
Nor ſhall I paſs thy verdant Lawns, O Kile, 
With ev'ry bloom, of nature wont to {mile ; 
C'er whoſe gay meadows ns I muling walk, 
And to my ſelf in meditation talk; of 
The winged ſongfters of the grove conſfire, 
To raiſe the ſoul to ftrains of ] halian fire; 
Beneath whoſe ſhade, this rude eſſay I plann'd 
nd her obey'd, who ſhon'd alone command. 
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On Prince ISE NEU R C“ Death, 
 ISENBURG ! what muſes can forbear, | 
But give to thee the tribute of a tear! 
What ſtrains, O Prince, can thy great deeds proclaim 
And make thy actions deathleſs in thy fame? 
Methinks, I feel the ſacred mule inſpire, | 
O, wou'd ſhe kindle in my breaſt, a fire 
Fit for the theme, my verſes ſhou'd record, 
Eternally the conqueſts of thy ſword; 
Lateſt poſterity amaz'd ſhou'd hear, 
tow great you thund'red in the files of war; 
Relate, with pride. your victories, and tell 
With as much boaſt, how great the hero fell. 
A righteous cauſe, to fate and Heaven reſign'd 
Sheus th* early impulſe of his youthful mind: 
In every word, in every action ſee, | 
And trace the ſteps of godlike piety ; 
Say is ſuch power alone to princes given, 
Or, was he the peculiar care of Heaven? 
Which eager, and impatient of his ſtay, 
Snateh'd him to crawn him in the realms of day; 
Heaven too ſevere! totake the royal youth, 
Fxample bright of valour, and of truth, 
But hold, my muſe, let not this female tear, 
"1 ho* due, and pious, find acceptance here; 
While Britiſh arms the brandiſh'd weapon draw, 
Nor Gallia's gaſconading terrors awe ; | 
Each warlike youth to viQory will climb, 0 
Theil live revenging, or they'll die like him, 
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I he Rhine's gay ſhores ſhall ſound the mighty name, 
and Danubr's waves great Iſenburg proclaim ; 
What muſe will not in rapt'rons ftrains, ſurvey 
| he glorious field, where the great hero lay? 
Where void of fear, nor terrify'd at death, 
lo ſerve his country, he reſfign'd his breath; 
Heaven cou'd no lenger his due bliſs retard, 
So call'd him hence, to reap the bleſs'd reward.“ 
— > > PPPPIONE 
To ALCAND ER and AST ERI A, 
Cn their Nuftials, June 9, 1751. 
AIL, wedded love, th' enraptur'd poet ſung, 
| While it's ſoſt joys inſpir'd his tuneful tongue, 
Hail, bliſsful ſta te, whence joys unſully'd flow, 
Which greater ftill do by Fruition grow; 
day, did thy ſacred nuptials ever bind, 
] youth more lovely, or a maid -1ore kind? 
f ev'ry grace, of ev'ry charm poſſeſt, 
leſt was the bridegroom, aud the bride was bleſt, 
ill may you like the bleſt, the happy few, 
„joy it long, yet think it always new, | 
Ves, hap; * youth take, take her to thy arms, 
aſte every ſweet, and riffle all her charms; 
oo happy youth, how many hearts have bled, 
o ſee conſign'd ſuch beauty to thy bed? 
ow many Victims at her altar fell, rp 
hearts were wounded tho' they dar'd not tell; 
or who cou'd ſuch unequall'd beauty ſee, 


ad ſtand unmov'd, nor, raviſhed, love like thee ? 
7 | | 
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Say, what can more thy nuptial hours employ, 
Or is there ought to wiſh, or to enjoy, 
Pofſels'd of all. that's lovely, good, cr fair, 
In her united, balm of all thy care? 
Let otkers curie the matrimonial chain, 
And drag the heavy load of life with pain; 
Smooth flow thy hours, bleft with ſo fair a bride, 
While love cements the knot religion ty'd. 
Nor bluſh, dear maid, to bliſs tranſporting ed, 
With all thy charms to mount the nuptial bed ; 
Poſſeſs'd of all who does thy charms poſſeſs, 
By Heaven deſign'd the happy youth to bleſs; 
Still may delights in endleſs flow ſurround 
The happy pair, with bliſs conſummate crown'd. 
And, oh! wou'd Heaven, indulzent to my mind 
Give me Clarinda, lovely thus, and kind ; 
No other bleſſing 1 td employ my prayers, 
But in her arms I'& bury all my cares; 
If pain tormented or if grief oppreſo d 
I'd lodge my ſoul's deep ſecrets in her breaft ; 
Tell her, what anguiſh did my peace controul, 
And open ev'ry chamber of my ſoul ; 
While ſhe, all lovely, bears a tender part 
Lightens the load, and ſooths an aching Heart. 


K IIA AE 

Te CL ARIND A. 
WII painters wou'd ſome lovely image trac 
And draw cach feature of the beauteous fact 


— 


— 
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Firit in their minds each lineament prepare, 

As lovely, as Clarinda fair. 

But ſay, what pencil cou'd ſuch beauties ſhew, 
Where fo much fire, with ſo much ſweetneſs glow ? 
Where beauty, love, and all the graces jyin, 
Concentred here, in ample luftre ſhine. 


In vain the muſe to runes her lays, 
In vain her lyre attempts Clarinda's praiſe ; 
What force af words can faint that charming face, 
Where beauty, and inimitable grace, 
For ever dwell ? hail, lovely maid, whoſe eyes 
Can bid, in ev'ry breaft, the paſſion rife ; 
Can, when you ſmile, each foul with tranſport fill 
Or, frowning the deſpairing lover kill. 
If eber to view the humble ſuppliant dare, 
Straight he recoils, ſtruck with a form ſo fair; 
At once he yields, where fo much charms unite, 
And fo much beauty ruſhes on his fight ; 
Whence comes it, fay, that you, and you alone, 
Can make each captivated heart your own ? 
where none beholding. can your charms deſpiſe, 
But take the fire, like lightning, from your eyes, 
Bleft is the man, too bleſt the happy youth, 
That weds ſuch love, ſuch virtue, and ſuch truth; 
Where joys extatic, in eternal round, 
Concentred in Clarinda's arms are found ; 
But, oh ! to languiſh in ſuch joys as this! 5 
Heaven's! tis too much; can mortals bear ſack bliſs ? 


* 


—— . 
— eg 


——— — — 


—— 


36 JUVENILE POEMS, i 


|: On Recrering from a F EV ER. Auguſt, 1ſt, 17560 


There's inſpiration in a ſable hour, 
And Death's approach makes Politicians wiſe. 
I: ung. 
ATURE gives way; the tott'ring fabrick reel; 
N And ſtrong convulſions thro her vitals feels; 
My fick'ning body rack'd with inward pain, 
Tumultuous roll'd the blood thro” ev'ry venn ; 
Each nerve relax'd, and all my vigor ſpent, 
While nature firnggled for the great event; 
The healing art could no aſſiſtance give, 
Death was my only hope, for I deſpair'd to live, 

Twas then my friend, in that terrific hour, 
When the departing Soul collects her pou'r ; 

And ftruggles to be gone, oh ! on that night 

What horrid proſpects ſwam before my ſight ! 

When I look'd back, ſo many years are gone, 

So many loft, yet nothing, nothing done! 

Nothing to ſmooth thro? death the rugged road, 
No plea to make before an angry God. 

Then, then I knew, how vain the flecting joy, 
How vain the pleaſures which mankind employ ; © 
Each tranſitory wiſh, each worldly gain, 

And, with the preacher, cri'd ont, “ all is vain.” 
Why (wou'd I often reaſon) did the muſe 

Such tranſient objects for her ſubjects chuſe ; 

Oft did I blame the hapleſs verſe that ſung 

The no more charming ſound of Laura's tengue 


fjuvevrek 5 
Clarinda' 8 beauty, or Belinda's mind, ; 13 5 * 
Or all the graces in Asteria join'd3 | : 

Mittaken muſe l on mortals to 8 Go 

What you to an Almighty giver own, | | 
Thus did deſpair and Terror fill my Great, 5 — 7 
With all cheir tfain of glaring horrors pre! 

No heav'oly tay my anguiſh cou'd conttoul, 

No Beam of hope to cheer the tortur'd foul j 

Nor wiſt 1 to offended heaven Tater 1 uh 
The voice, which fill forgot it 8 Author? Y 9 

Bus heaven has merey ; thus wou'd I begin, | 
put heaven has juſtice; RIM ! heard withinz * 
Xo plea will do, where juttice holds chats; 

Yet merey too of cr;juftice may prevail; 
Confiding thus, ürheaven „ ünbounded lo 4 
Methought I heard ſeraphic accents move; | 

” Live finner, live;“ what! hea ing balm it Zives; 
Thi eternal Godhead ſpoke? rhe tebe! lives - 


To C'L 4 2 DA. 
HY ͤ halt the moments h time delay! 
Oh, haſte, ye tedious Hours, away 5 
wifter, ye ling ring minutes fy, © © 


a , 


oF. LL n | 
nd bring the wi{.'d for hour high; ee”. 
In wings as ſwift asTover's wiſhes move, 5 
ear me, oh, bear me, to th&zid 1 lone r 


Tranſported; let me over. T 
Vith rapturg, an chat lovely bee; S OE ng 
here ſtill I fee. in wonder fit, 42 
ch grace with TT virtue: mint; 


256% 4 ͤ— . Cn" 
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On Necwering froma F EV ER. Auguſt, 1/t, 17 bo C 
( 

Ther:”s inſpiration in a ſable hour, , 
And Death's approach makes Politicians wiſe. | 
Tung!“ 

| TATURE gives way; the tott'ring fabrick reel; ; 
And ſtrong convulſions thro her vitals feels; 

My ſick'ning body rack'd with inward pain, : 


Tumultuous roll'd the blood thro' ev'ry vein ; 
Each nerve relax'd, and all my vigor ſpent, 
While nature ſtruggled for the great event; 
The healing art could no aſſiſtance give, 

Death was my only hope, for I deſpair'd to live, 

Twas then my friend, in that terrific hour, 
When the departing Soul collects her pou'r; 
And ſtruggles to be gone, oh ! on that night 
What horrid proſpects ſwam before my fight ! 
When I look'd back, fo many years are gone, 
So many loſt, yet nothing, nothing done! 
Nothing to ſmooth thro? death the rugged road, 
No plea to make before an angry God. 

Then, then I knew, how vain the fleeting joy, 
How vain the pleaſures which mankind employ ; 
Each tranſitory wiſh, each worloly gain, 

And, with the preacher, cri'd ont, “ all is vain.” 
Why (wou'd I often reaſon) did the muſe 

Such tranſient objects for her ſubjects chuſe; 

Ott did I blame the hapleſs verſe that ſung 
The no more charming ſound of Lara '$2engue ; 
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Clarinda's beauty, or Belinda's mind, 

Or all the graces in Aﬀteria join' di 

Mittaken muſe { on mortals to belton, 

What you to an Almighty giver one. 

Thus did deſpair and terror fill my end. 

With all their train of glaring hortors preſt: 

No heav'nly ray my anguiſh cou'd contronl, 

No Beam of hope to cheer che tortur'd foul z 

Nor wiſt | to offended heaven raiſe | 

The voice, which Bill forgot it! I Author's Pralle. 
But heaven has merey ; thus wou'd I begin, 

put heaven has juſtiee-; ſtill I heard withinz * 

No pled will do. where juftice holds the geale; 

Yet merey too 0 er juſlice may prevail; | 

Confiding thus, jv heaven's un bounded lo e, 

Methought I heard ſcraphic accents move; 

Live ſinner, live ;” What hea i ing balm it gives; 

Thy eternal Gudhead ſroke; 1 7 che re be lives - 


To Cu, REN D A 

HY halt the moments ! time delay! 
Oh, haſte, ye tedious hours, away; 
owifter, ye ling'ring minutes By, 

nd bring the wif.'d for hour nigh; 
n wings as ſwift as lover's wjthes move, 
Lear me, oh, bear me, to the mad 1 ory 
Tranſported, let me ever gaze, 
Vith rapture, an that lovely face; 

here ſtill I fee. in wonder fixt, 
ach grace with every virtue mixt; 


* 


* 
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Ilcav'ns! let me fly, to ſeal the burning kiſs, 
And tafte of joys, tranſcending human bliſs ! 
Impatience all, the lover cries, 
I fly, I fly ! — but fate denies! 
Curs'd be that fate, and curs'd the bar, 
That ftops my paſſage to my fair; 
Curs'd be each obſtacle, and all the reft, 
That keeps me wretched, when I ſhou'd be bleft, 


FEE ph dn <bdb >< dd eh db <<s 
To LAU KR A. 


HAT is it awes my timorous heart, 
Whene'er I wou'd reveal? 
Whene'er I wou'd my thoughts i impart, 
And tell her what I feel? 
Yes, lovely fair one, gay and young, 
Whom ev'ry grace adorns, 
The ſinother'd flame, conceal 'd ſo long, 
With greater Fury burns. 0 
Whene” er 1 in her preſence and, 
- Quite loft in ſweet amaze ; 
When Cer I preſs her lovely hand, 
And on her beauties gaze; 
O Heavens ! what raptures fire my breaſt. 
What ſtrong emotions roll! 
O how I languiſh to be bleſt, 
How dies away my ſoul f | 
Tranſporting thought! were Laura kind, 
What bliſsful hours I'd prove! 
All other cares I'd ceaſe to mind, \ : 


And think alone of love! 
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o Colonel CO T E, on his return from Conquft 
to his native Country, 1763. 


HE honeft muſe, in freedom's cauſe 
Which boldly ſoars and ſings, 
iciuſes undelerv'd applauſe 
Jo ſtateſmen or to kings; 
ut pleas'd reviews the martial toils, 
he hero's afts, the warlike Spoils, 
And ſuch immortal deeds; 
here the fiern chief witz glory fir'd, 
Vith ſomething more than fame inſpir'd, 
Or vanquiſhes, or bleeds. 
S8o on the reſcu'd plains, 
Where long loſt freedom reigns, 
And Ganges rolls his flood, | 
The voice of gratitude 
o her deliverer rais'd the grateful ftrains ; 
No more the native Indians blame 
The chance of war, the thirſt of fame; 
Jo Coote they tune the artleſs lay, 
To Cote the grateful tribute pay, 
ate liv es in ev'ry ſong, and Coote is all their theme 
They ſing the hero, brave and great, 
Who laughs at danger, {miles at fate; 
The hero, who, when battle rag'd, 
When adverſe hoſts in fight engag'd, 
O'er ſanguine fields, o'er heaps of dead, 


meet their foc th' undaunted Britons led, 
C2 
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And now th-y turn again, 

Now leave the bloody piain, 

And in a milder ſtrain, 
Triumphant o'er the proſtrate captive ſhew, 

"Twas then his ſoul was prov'd, 

With gen'rous pity mov'd, 

Cote gave the liberty he lov'd, | 
Forgot his juſt revenge, zor thonght the u rerch his | 


Again they ſung, how mad ambition f pread | 
O'er India's gorgeous thrones, 
Depopulated towns, 
And madding faction rais'd her ereſted head ; 
Their hopes on better fortune eroſt, 
And ev'ry dear poſſeſſien loft ; 
In conftant ſcenes of ſlaughter toil'd, 
. Their ſlates in civil rage embroil'd, 
Coote each domeſtie joy reſfign' | 
Gave all his canvas to the wind, 
| And gain'd their ſho:e; 
Check'd by his arms, 
The foe no more : 
Fills india wich alarms; 
Forgeis to conquer at the ſight, _ | 
Where Coote commands, and Eritiſh ſquadrons fi 
The mule cou'd dwe!l for ever on the theme, 
And inthe faithful records of a verſe 8 
Tranſmit his glorious name to fame, | 
And ev'ry deed, and ev'ry toil rehearſe ; . 


sf iedeing I the wrong to right pt efer, 


Ws 
2 
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zut vain her efforts, wrak her lays, 


To paint a reſcu'd nation's praiſe; 
Be her ambition, and her choice, 
To join 1n praiſe the public voice, 
And ttring for ſuch alone her lyre 
Who cou'd a free born muſe inſpire. 


o K. H. 2 : aſking the Author, what religion he own'd 


Slave to no ſect, who takes no private road, 
Eut looks thro' nature, up to pature's God, Pope. 


SK yon, my friend from what unerring law 
I ſertled tenets of religion draw ? | 
nrious to know, or ſtudious to hefriend, 
orrect my tenets my opinions mend? 
ive you your ſyſtem of re igion weigh'd? 
ris your creed in reaſon's balance laid? 
23 niceft judz ment laid the unvary 0 rule ? 
have you read, and ſtudy'd nature's ſchool 2 
ave.you marked © t the certain path to go, 
e at bliſs and ſhun eternal woe? 4 
this'has been your care; if you can ſhun 
e devious paths v hich mazy errors run; ; | 
«Il not diſdain to ſhew me where [ err, | 
vince priefts have made religion but an art, 
nceal'd in forms, mare than lodg'd in heart 1 
und up our wills to anſwer private views, 


1 check d the thought hie A higher fli ght puklues 


— 


\ 
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I've long deſpis'd tl extent of human laws, 


Still looking up to one eternal cauſe ; 
Which clad with glorious attributes I ſes, 
Which ever was, and cannot ceaſe to be; 
Him I confeſs as God, as ſaviour own, 


And ſee, convinc'd, three Godheads join'd in one; 
He holds the ſcale of juſtice ; he ordains 


Eternal pleaſures, or eternal pains! 

As faith in him; or virtuous deeds demand 

The promis'd bleſſings from his heav'uly hand, 
Content my portion, if I can but join 

Social with moral ; human with divine ; 

Leave to the Sectary his privates road, 

And ſerve my neighbour, not offend my God. 


„ 4X 
WAS when bright Phazbus, half his labour don: 


To cheer with light the nether world begun 
The filent moon began her peaceful reign ; . 
Refulgent ſhone the ſtars, a glittering train 
Nocturnal lamps, which leſſer light diſplay, 
Than that which gilds with rays the ſolar dav; 
Night held her middle courſe ; when balmy ſleep 
O'erſpread the ſurface of the mighty deep ; 
Brightly array'd appear'd the azure ey, 
And drowſy ſomnus ſat on every eye. 
Small reſt, alas! my troubled breaſt cou'd prove | 
Oh! ſay, what reft can eaſe the pains of love! 
The cruel maid ftill hoverd round my bed, 
Diſturb'd my thoughts, and fill'd with dreams my heal 
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Wild and diſtracted, torn with killing care, 
J left my reſt, and ſought the nightly air; 
High thron'd on high the conſcious Phabe te, 
And ſeem'd to weep with pity for my fate; 
Straight to the woods, I bent my hafty way, 
And reach'd th' intended place before the day; 
A while I paus'd, then to my truſty blade, 
(Which for that uſe I brought) my hand I laid; 
Then thus I ſpoke, may Heaven's propitious care, 
From yon high vaulted arch attend my pray'r ; 
May the fair maid, whoſe ſoul no prayers move. 
* Ne'er meet ſo hard, nor fo unkind a love, 
Tell her, ye Zephyrs, which around me fly, 
© Tell her, for her I liv'd, and for her die! 
This ſaid, | drew when an unuſual ſound, 
Pill'd all the grove, and ſhook the place around; 
\ murmuring noiſe now whiftled in the trees, 


ne: 


Like that when fann'd by the autumnal breeze; 
\t length a beauteous form before me ſtood, 
hoſe radiant eyes enlightencd all the wood ; 

\ brazen helm her ſhining Tempiq # J, | 
he drowſy bird of night thereon wawq. cd; 
he dreadful Ægis on her breaft ſhe wore, 
golden buckler her left arm bore; | 

er right hand held a lance ; her ſhining hair, 
zut looſely knotted, ported with the air; 
er ſhining lance a loit in air ſhe ſhook ; 

reat and majeſtie, then 0 goddeſs ſpoke. 


an - - 


Sy 


44 JUVENILE POEMS, _ 
Hold, lover, hold. thy fruitleſs plaints are vain, 
Ungrateful woman triumphs in thy pain; I 


Ccaſe tlien, I ſay, thy further grief tor bear, ) 
And try with me the glorious toils of war; b 
Tread that fam'd plain, the greateſt hero's boaſt, 

Where honour ſhines, and merit js not loft ; { 
View what green laurels round his temples grow, . 
What 'wreaths adorn the Pruſſian hero's brow ; th 


Whoſe glorious arms immortalize his name, 
And with Lis pra! iſes fill che trump of fame. 
Fehuid what fame the mighty Marlbro' wah, 
Immortal made by rapturons Addiſon ; . 
Whoſe ten campaigns poſterity have heard, + 
How Callia trembled and Bavaria fear d. 

No + ncarer home thy wand ing eyes direct, 

And the late annals of this iſle inſpe&; —- 

Bligh's ſame. thy towers, demoliſh'd Cherbourg ownf 
And Blakeney lives tor ever in Mahon; 

Amherſt, aud Boſcawen. whoſe Britiſh ſteel. | 
The dreary noꝶz of th' Weſtern world did feel; 
What neca Þ. w haughty France did bow, 
And clipt ler anrels for victorious How: ? 

Or ta thy name, what Prait e, 0 Anfon's 8 due, 
Who quell'd th' ambitions rrofitute but you! 
What need I now recount thoſe heroes der. | 
Whote fame I knaw yon" e often heard before ? 
Ler their - Kampfe al your ſoul in! ſpire, 

And fill your breaſt with animating fire; 146d 


4 
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me perhaps mav lend a partial car, 
+11 affiſt, the deity of war; 
»ur's acquired by the brave alotie, 
by the baſe, and coward never won; 
ortal fame flill crowns the hero brows, 
nn; the wretch who feats hi: life to loſe; 
Hur's not due but to the warlike ſoul 4 
om dangers animate, and not controul ; 
nine in battle has ten thouſand charms, 

than to languiſh in the fair one's arms. 

his ſaid; the goddeſs clove th' aerial way, 
tongtht the regions of eternal day; 

ſunting ſhe ſoar'd, and like the rainbow drefs'd, 
left a love for glory in my breaſt; 

az'd a while 1 food. then to my blade 
hich for a nobler uſe I keep) my hand I laid; 

enen ſheath'd ; a glorions, not inglorious cauſe, 

Il dra» thee forth, to guard my country's laws, 
hoſe ca fe t' affert is every ſubjed s right, 
well in council as in bloody fight; _ 
hich tor the turure ſhall my ſtudy bz 
> guard the crown that makes a nati 


4 MIDNIGHT POEM 
ritten on farting Company at 4 Tavern late at agb 
HILE ſons of riot o'er the miänight bowl, 

In acts unworthy of a reaſoning ſoul ; 
ind to the future, and with mirth elate, 


ree. 


* ſhorten their days, regarcheſ⸗ of their fate}. 
5 | os” 0 5 3 4 8 ; 
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The precious moments of their time deftroy, 
While the loud room reſounds with drunken joy 
Thinking, vain thought! ſuch joys ſhall ever lat, d 
While the pure image of their God's debas d, he 
While avarice her ardent vo:'ries ſende, 


me 


In ſearch of gain, where even ocean ends; 
To plough the wave, to dig the hollow mine, 7 
Where hid in carth the flaming diamonds ſhine ; 
While ſuch their views on preſent good intent, 
Or man's inſidious heart on miſchief bent ; 

Let me, retir'd from every earthly thought, R 
Seck the retreats which greateſt ſages ſought ; 
While wiſdom her enlightned vigils keeps, 
And ſunk in ſlumbers drowſy nature ſleeps ; 
Fir'd with her rapture, feel my boſom glow J 


At taſte of joys, which ſouls alone can know; 
Thoſe purer joys which brood in reaſons ray, 
Unmixt, unalter'd with th' impure allay. 
There let me turn the philoſophic page, 
The light, the ſtar vf each ſucceeding age; 
There converſe hold with Plato's ſonl alone, 


Or make th' immortal ſtagyrite my own; 

Like him, the God in his creation view, 
And look th unmoy'd decrees of nature through; 
Now the great Maro s lofty ſtrains peruſe, 
Or read with rapture the Mœonian muſe ;. 
Or, if inſpir'd with love's enchanting pow'r, 
With tuneful Ovid ſpend a midniglit hour, 


7 


. 
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metimes wich Pope enraptur'd vigils keep, 

d fteal few moments from the arms of ſlcep; 
hether he chuſe to ſing in rural ſtrains, 

ftrew'd with ſlaughter paint the hoftile plains ; 
find in Milton tor the ſoul delight, 

w follow Newton thro? the paths of light ; 
ith him to tread the Planetary road, 

d from creation vindicate it's God. 

Sometimes while midnight filent reigns around, 
t me within, a little world, be found; 

nd in myſelf for contemplation ſcope, | 

:ſpairing horrors, or the joys of hope ; 

race out the Source, whence diff'ring paſſions riſe 
eile ſelf, debas'd, in proſtrate ruin lies, 


. ſoaring, by the midnight taper, trace, 


h' amazing goodneſs of celeſtial grace; 

hold, thro' reaſon's philoſophic eye, 

bleeding Godhead, and a Saviour die. 
Such are the themes which facred pages give, 
nch is the food on which archangels live 

n let me then thoſe myſtic truths explore, 

nd frequent turn th' inſpired volumes o'er ; 


et awful raptures fire me, when I fee 


y Saviour leave his Heav'n, and die for me. 

or me! can I then heay'ns favour ſhare, 

"hoſe meaneſt creature more deſerves it's care? 
hile ev'n the vileſt reptile of the field, 


as batter it's creation's purpoſe fill'd? 


: " 
* | es. 
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He gave them life he gave them organs toa, 


Their ſifferent ends and mori v-5 to purſue ; 
Which they, obecient to his will, perform, 5 

In juſt gradation to the era ling wort. 

But { ——who boat ſup: 2ricr excellence, 

Reten jve reaſon and inſtructive ſenſe; * 

Whom reaſon taught thro' nature's works to view 
Thro' boundleſs ſpace to guide th unerring clue ; 
Whote thoughts arraygd i in proper order roll, | 
And conſcions boaft of an immortal foul ; | 
Ev'n I thus blet, my meaſure dare to fll, 

Forget his ſtatntes, diſobey his will; 

Think it too much one picaſure to forego, 

Tho” that wou'd jave me from eternal vo; 
Stands then roy ſoul relolv'd ? no ſuccour near ? 
No greater force to burt the ftronz Parrier ? * 
Shall I, of men alone, no mercy gain? 

And ſſ all a gracious God-head bleed in vain? 
Miſtaken thonght | fur ſure that God muſt be 

A God of mercy, who cou'd die for we! 


o the EH RT of a deer FRIEND. 


F f,om the realms of joy, the happy plains 
Where grace divine, and love unbounded reigns 
If from'thoſe Seats, u here] pions ſpirits reſt, 
Tn all things happy, and for ever Lleſs'd; 
Thy happy ſhade can bear the ſault' ring lay, 


Which ſoars to ther to catch (1. ently ning Rayz« 
: — — 


— — — — „—k— . —˙* . A. Halt: "of 


Mr. Edu ard Morris, of Cork. 
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JUVENILE POEMS. 49 


Hear, my drar friend, theſe plaintive accents hear, 
Theſe lines thus fully 'd with the falling tear, 
Stream on, my eyes, Oh, never ceaſe to now, 

But ſtream inceſſant with exceſs of woe! | 

Flow on, untill exhanfted all yonr ſtore, 

You eyes, which never ſhall behold him more ! 
Firſt N:all thoſe roliing orbs forget to move, 
Fill'd with oferfl owing ſympathy, and love, 

er T forget, or irom my faichieis heart, | 
The dear remembrance of my friend depart. 
Come to my aid, O grief ; do thou inſpire, 
ud breathe fad accents on the moving lyre ; 
n plaintive ſuads, begin the mournful long, 
oft flaw the numbers from my fault'ring tongue; 
jut oh, what words, what verſes can impart £2 
he leaft idea of my bleeding heart ; 
y heart, which fuld with an eternal grief, 
etuſes com ort, and diidains relief! 
or thee it bleeds my friend, for thee I mourn; 
ith grateful tears T Rain thy ſacred urn: 
r be offended pious ſhade. to ſee 


he ſilent tear which fill muſt flow for thee |! 


Thou bet of friends, whoſe ſ ympathizing wreak,” 
every care an equal part poſſeſt; | 
hoſe well-rim'd, counſel, tho' ſevere, could charm, 
ev Ty. languid power to virtue warm; 
ong flow'd thy eloquence i in virtue's caſe, 

8 rumbers which z quiet eonſeience draws 3 5 
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A mind ſerene, the glorions taſk maintain'd, 

A ſoul unſpotted, and with guilt unftain'd 
Bleſs'd ſpirit, ſay, what is the great reward, 
For ſuch exalted picty prepard ? 

What heavenly blits, what happy ſcenes of joy 
Do thy glad ſoul eternally employ ? 

Doft thou in hymns of adoration ſing, 

Thy God, thy maker, Saviour, and thy king; 
Or doft thou mix with the ſeraphic choir, 
While heavenly anthems breathe on every lyre *? 
O yes! thy happy ſhade. for ever bleſs d, 
Inherits manſions of eternal reſt! 

But, oh ! look down, my friend, with pity view, 
What vain, what fleeting pleaſures we purſue; 
While wrapt in heavenly ſcenes of endleſs joy, 
Eternal rounds of happineſs employ 


— 5 
3 
1 


Thy raviſh'd ſoul, which, even while on earth. 

| In:effant ſoar'd to him who gave it birth. 

Ah! my loft friend, ſhall I call Heaven ſevere, 
Thus from my arms my other ſelf to tear ; 
While youth, in all it's prime, with manly grace, 
And juvenile vigour fluſh'd the blooming face? 

Or ſhall I bleſs the power benign, that gave 

Thy dear departed body to the grave? 


Oh, bleſs d exchange ! thy ſpirit to remove is 

From ſcenes of ſtrife, to happy realms of love; + 
| . : 0 

Where thou no care, no anxious pain, or ſtrife, + bp 


But for a mortal, finds immortal life. 
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But hark, what voice was that! angelic ſound 
Seem' d in my cars with rapture to rebound; 

"Tis he ! 'tis he ! the well known voice I hear, 

Dry up, he cries, for me the falling tear; 
No more let ſorrow ſwell tny penſive breaft, 
For me whoſe foul enjoys eternal reſt.” 
O yes, bleſt Spirit, [ll thy will obey, 
I'll ceaſe my grief, and waſh my tears away ; 
No more ſhall forrow, thro' the midnight ſhade, 
With fruitleſs ſighs, the ſolemn gloom pervade ; 
My tears ſhall ceaſe to flow - but may not grief 
So poignant, from the muſes find relief! 
Muſt I no more, for thee, reſume the ftring ? 
For thee, who oft oblig'd the muſe to ſing ? 
May not a friend indulge the mournful verſe ? 
O, I cou'd write fur ever on thy herle ! 
Dear friend, farewell, a friend for ever true; 


Friendſhip now ſays, eternally adieu. 


To LAURA. Sent io kr or ASH WEDNESDAY. 
AST night, my ir, by ſuperſtition led, 
(Or ſomething like it) eer I went to bed, 
Thinking of thee, who moſt my care employs, 
And langniſhing at hope of future joys; 
bade the genial pow r which nigbtly guides 
)ur ſleeping thoughts, and o'er our dreams preſides 3 
o bring mee blooming in thy virgin charms, 
rd lodge thy lovely image in my arms ã 
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And more to make the genial power kind, 
With charms and enchantments 1 ſtrongly bind ; 
I ty'd a bridal garter round my waitt, | 
Which thro! a wedding ring nine times had paſt ; 
Nine knots ſecur'd it round my body tight, 
For ſuperſtition told me that was right; ; 
Round in my hoſe, beneath my pillow lay 
"The cake, which marks the cuſtom of the day; : 
Nine times I filent turn'd it round my ag 
The light extinguf{hed and retir'd to bed. 
Scarce had [ llept, when powerful fancy ow, 

Thy lovely image, which inll well I knew ; 
In every grace, in every beauty bright, 
As laviſh fancy paints the ſons of light; 
I claſp'd thy flender body in my arms, 
| Ripe for each joy, tranſported with thy charms ; 
But ſoon the ſummit of my joys was Oer: 
I faw, gnjuy'd, and fancy could no more. 

O, when again ſuch ſcenes my thoughts employ, 
May they be waking dreams, and real j joy. 


r 
To DOR: NDA aſking the Author in write verſe, for ber. 
HEE D too gentle for a-ftoic;' - 
: Too ſoft to dabble in el 555 
Love engroſſes all my time, 
Whether J ſeribble proſe or rhyme: | 
And all I do, and all I write, + 
12 fo bring the fair delight, 


* 
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So J ſung, but wiſdem tought 

'er ſeat, too long with folly fraught ; I 
oke the bold intruder's reſt ; 

nd took poſſeſſion of my breaff : 

ail ſacred wifdom ! heavily dame! 
ence of etherial flame! 

{ e'er again 1 tune the lay, 

light my taper at thy ray; 
o!ly no more my breaſt engage, +208 
or love ſhall fill the melting page ! 
ach ſplendid trife now reſign d 
or objects worthy of the mind ; 

here wiſdom in each line ſhall gow, 
nd all my ſtudy be, to know. 
| tand reſolv'd, if themes like thele 
Lady's gentle ear can pleaſe ; i | 
hen e'er the muſes. are at leiſure, 7 4 


not deny you fo much pleaſure, 5 9 5 | 5 1 
. # & » 


The S L DIE x With. 25 
HERE death moſt rages, there let me be found - 
Midft Ca1rmon's roar, and dying groans around; 

fields of death, and ftreams ol crimſon gore, * 
here legions fall, and heroes live no more ; ; 

that ſaim'd' plain, where greateff warriors flood, 

iaſt heaps of ſlain, and delnges of blood: FR 
here bizzing balls, wing'c 'd with Ceſtrudtion, fly, : N 
ere let me live, or, if occaſion, NP „ 
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What if I die? I meet a glorious death, 
And ſerve my country, with my lateſt breath : 
What if I'm fall'n? and number'd with the dead: 
If Britain conquers, while I'm conquered, 
What if ſome arm, more fatal than the reſt, 
Shall with his hoftile weapon pierce my breaft ? 
If Britain's ſafe, tis all my fates can give, 

I'd bleſs the hand, that bid me ceaſe to live. 


To ASTERI 4 on her return ſom C O R NM 


FTER an eclipſe, at th' approach of light, 
Which plays refulgent on the human ſight: 

Then the new ſan his heavenly power diſplays, 
And glads mankind with his enliv'oing rays: 
So, when you diſappear'd, we cou'd deſery 
A languiſhing deſpair in every eye: 
But now return'd, our joy returns again, 
An ample recompence for all our pain: 
How dull, how toilfome, paſs'd the gloomy day, 
Nought chearful ſeem'd, even nature grew teſs gay: 
The church itſelf, where we ſometimes repair, 
Had loſt all reliſh, for you were not there: 
But now that joy no more in vain we ſeck, 
That joy which dy'd fo late on every cheek ; 
And in whoſe place ſucceeds a crimſon hue, 
Kindled, revived, and inſpir'd by you, 
Oh, may no more too happy Cork retain, 
The lovely, pleaſing cauſe of all our pain: 
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May ſhe fill lead te church the beauteous choir, 
While we, in ſilent raptures, her admire, 
N NN NN DERENERS 
ADVICE taa YOUNG LADY 
' HILE yet thy tender mind no paſſion knows, 
Unſeals no billets, and receives no vows; 
Atrend the voice of fricndſhip, which wou'd lead 
Thy virgin fteps in virtne's paths to tread; ; 
Thro' Lite's tempeſtuous ſea thy mind direct, 
Thro' dangers guide thee, and from ills protect. 
Ne' er from thy duty to thy God depart, 
de claims the firſt warm off ring of the heart; 
From liim th” ineſtimable blefſing«.flow, 
Ei/hich man can covet, or a God beftow ; 
e gave thee life, he gave that figure Grace, 
and with unequall'd beauty deck'd thy face; 
n every ſenſe we ſee the giver kind; | 
dor with lets beanties ftor'd thy Virgin mind. 
But think, that when a few-ſhort Days are o'er, 
' Whoſe faded beauties then ſhall beam no more; 
raft not the man, who, laviſh in thy praiſe, 
Declares them proof againſt the length of Days; 
ſhe Day will co:ne when age ſhall chill thoſe arms, 
dpoil every grace, and wither all thy charms; | 
Vhat then remains our favour to ſecure ? | | 
Make thine thoſe charms which wafting time endure; 


ith virtue ftore thy pure unſpotted mind, 
Purge every theughr, and leave no droſs behind; 
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Virtue mall make us love when beauty fades, 


Efteem when women, whom we lov'd when maids, 


Theſe to thy God; the precepts next attend, 
Which reaſon dictates, and which friendſhip ſends; ; 
Next to thy God thy parents claim a part 
In thy affection, and a ſincere heart; 

For, nor will God, nor reaſon e'er diipenſe 
With want of duty but from want of ſenſe; 
That plea is vain ; already haſt thou giv'n 
Convincing proofs of gifts conferr'd by heav'n? 
Be then thy duty as thy knowledge great, 
Young take the byas, nor repent too late. 


Young thot thou art, a few revolving years 

Will make thee on this active flage appear ; 
Where thouſands i in review before thee paſs, 
-Wiſh for thy (mile, be anxious for thy grace; 
But, oh beware; beloved maid, attend 
Th' experienc'd counſel of a ſincere ſriend; 
Truſt me who well my ſex's cunning knows, 
How few thy friends, how many are thy foes ; 
| Prone to indulge'a moment's joy at moſt, 
Then leave thee fi ighing for that moment loſt ; 
80 varniſh'd o'er the curſt deceivers lie, 
'They* may eſcape ev'n an experienc'd eye; 
Hard then the taſk for virgin minds to make 
A duc Piſtingion, and the trueſt take. 

Chuſe not the vain, the ſelf-conceited beau, 


Who nothing knows, yet all pretends to know; 
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Who ſtrives to make of wit a vain pretence, 
And-borrow'd phraſes paſs on thee for ſenſe. x 
Nor. yet the gallant wit, whole am'rons lays, 
Abound with fulſome flattery and praiſe; 
Oft has the ruin d maid her fall deplor d, 
Who heard him ſigh, and law herſelf ador'd: 
Rhyme is the ſureſt bait Which lovers uſe, 
Oh! truft not then the labours of the mule : 
But chuſe the man of virtue: one whoſe life 
Will promiſe pleaſure to a future wife: 
One who in thee has ſuch fair graces known, 
And virtues correſponding to his own. 
Love may from light, unſteady paſſions ſhoot, 
Flouriſh this hour, then die for want of root: 
The wav'ring paſſion flam'd : 'was here, tis paft 2 
But love on virtue founded will for ever laſt. 


„!:! 1 2! — 


On the Queen of SHEB A's coming to ſee the wiſdom &c, 
of SOLOMON. - 
FT has the muſe the warlike chief purſu d, 


Thro' ſcenesof ſlaughter, and thro' fields of blood 
The warrior, who his ſword for freedom dra ws, 
And tyrants trampling on a nation's laws : 
On ſlaughter'd hoſt; who rai sd a deathleſs name: 
O: thrones uſ urp'd bequeath'4 to guilty fame. 
Such, Judah, once were thine : how few have been, 
Renown'd for juftice, or for wiſdom ſeen ? 
Few have the annals of thy monarchs ſhewn, 
Friends to thy weal, or guardians of thy throne, 


In wiſdom ſafe, which due diſtinction draws, 


No more ſuperior {kill her Magi boaſt, \ 
In the bright blaze of Judah's wiſdom loft. 


Sheba, which diftant far trom Kebron lies, 


Dut what their wonder, what their vat lurpriſe, | 
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T' admiring world beheld with juſt ſurpriſe; 
Thy ſtate to wealth, and power, and glory riſe; 
When Lebanon rear'd her odoriferous tree, 

And glowing gold in Or hir flamed, for thee: 
While Dayid's heir th* unazed tribes obey'd, 

And thy bleſt ſons exalted wiſdom ſ way'd: 
Bleſt in a prince ſo good, fo wile, fo juit, 
Unbounded law to his decrees they truſt ; 


Nor errs from juſtice to preſerve the laws. 


The world ſoon heard of Solomon by name, 
And neighbouring nations caught the heav'aly flame 
Egypt, till now the firſt in wiſdom held, 

With emulation ſaw her arts excell'd: 


The perſian too. forgets his ſacred fires, 

And bows to him who Solomon inſpires 3 ; 

Ev'n Sheba heard, and to Judea came, 

To prove the truth of what ſhe heard from fame ; 


Floods intervene, and lofty mountains riſe; 

Sheba, which glory'd in a femaie reipn, 

She came, and half her kingdom in her train. 
The ſons of Iſrael with ſurpriſe beheld 

Their ſpacious courts with black attendants fill d; 


When ou the gales the breathing odours ric? 5 
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donrs, which from ſpontaneous bloſſoms bloom. 
Regale the ſenſes, and the air perfume; _ 
zut when, amaz'd their preſents they behold, 

v'n Cphir ſeems exhauſted of its gold. 

Nor leſs ſurprize expreſs d by Sheba's queen, 
ho nel er before ſuch regal ſtate had ſeen; 
Still us'd to ſee her fawning courtiers fall, 

r ſlaves condemn'd, for royal mercy call. 

In wonder loſt, th' admiring queen ſurveys 

Judah's glory the unclouded blaze; 

e, prople's love, the wiſdom of their king. 
and reaſoning oft, whence cou'd ſuch union ſpring ke 
dees jarring Intereſts unite in peace, 

hen regal wiſdom bids foul diſcord ceaſe; 

ees wiſefl laws forbid confulion's roar, | 
\nd order riſe, to courts unkhown before. 

Bleft Judahs ſons! (th' aftoniſh'd queen expreſt, 

he big idea lab'ring in her breaft) | 
Happy the people who thy laws obey, | 

nd bleſt the lands which bend beneath thy { way? 
How bleft thy ſervants who continual ſtand | 
o hear thy wiſdom, and receive command! 
Thy minift-rs who thy decrees attend, 
Inform their judgments, and their manners mend; 

f: have my cars amazing tales receiv'd, 

Fame told me wonders which I ſcarce believ'd ; 

ut, oh! (fo rarely true) not half was told 

f truths which now my wand ring eyes behu.d. 
low will my ſubjects, Sheba's ſons diidain 
The feeble orders of a female reign ; | 
Vhen here they ſee ſuch heav'nly ſtäll diſplay d, 

nd happier nations by thy wiſcom ſway dr 

[ſous like mine my people's boſoms own, 
\dmiring wiſdom beaming from thy throne ; 
/npeopled ſoon will Sheba'+ plains be ſcen, 

ceſart land, and ſolltary queen; 

1 5 
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Even judah ſhall admire from ſouthern coaſts, 
Jo ſee their cities fill'd with ſable holts. | 
And did I not the reins of empire hold, 
Did I not rule o'er Sheba, rich in gold, 
Here wou'd I reft to hear thy ſage command, 
And think me bleft, who in thy preſence ſtand. 
FICICICIACICIENCICALICINSG 
| 9 £ | 
To L A U R A 
HABU'S ariſe, 
Great God, of day, ariſe. 

With ſplendour ftreak the eaſtern ſkies; 
Let this day be bove other days conteſt, - | 
Unmix'd with grief, with choiceſt b'ctſiugs bleſt. 

| Let ſome propitious flar appear, - 
Oh! let ſome favouring planet ſhine ; 
Unuſual gladneis charm the ear, 

While ſome celeftia} meſſengerr 
Proclaims my bliſs and tells m Laura's mine. 

Aid me Hermes, God of ſpcech,; 

Let ftrong perſuaſion dwell 

Upen my tongue: let me beſeech, 

But not in vain my paſſion tell 
Heaven: ! the thought exalts the theme! 
Gilded, fond, deluding dream 
And can it be, that ſhe will hear 
Faithful vows, and love finceie ! | 

And will her virgin ear attend, | 

With patience while I do diſcloſe 

My heart? and ſhall I not offend, 

Dor ſhe triumph o'er my woes? 
Grant me, ye Gods, e'r I dffend, that I | 
May at her feet expire, and in her preſence die. 
| See, the little angel's face, 

Sweetnels mix'd with ev'ry grace; 
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Laura cannot cruel prove, 
Laura to form'd to kindle love; 
Will the charmer then return 
Flame for flame. in which we burn ? 
See the lovely fair appears, 
Now, my ſoul, ditmits thy fears, 
With fo much goodneſs anger never dwelt; 
In artleſs, but in moving ſtrains, 
Tell her all thy woes aud pains, 
And that a flame like thine no lover ever felt. 
| Happy youth! 
If ſhe hear thy amorous tale, 
If thy faithful vows prevail, 
Aud promiſe earneſt of thy truth! 
Scize, oh! gently ſeize her hand; 
Watch each motion of her eyes, 
There behold the paſſions riſe, 
While diſtinſt and anger flies, 
And goo. Ineſs ſmiles ſerene at her command. 
9 T's done, 
The conflict's o'er ; 
My Laura ſmiles, I ſigh no more; 
Be calm, my breaſt, let every fear be gone; 
In calm contentment roll the year, 
Let no ruffling care appear, 
"To break my chain of love; 
To love l dedicate each day, 
And each returning morn ſhall ſay, 
How bleft the pair, whom mutual paſſions move ! 
I xas bliſs like this, in Eden's grove, 
l hat our firft parents knew; 
He ſaw, he lov'd and told his flame, 
She bluſh' d, and own'd ſhe felt the fame; 
Her ſoul was fill'd with love, 
And to his arms flew, 


— 
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On the LAST DAT. 
An. 0 D E. | 
Por guilt no plea ; to pain, ho pauſe ; no bound; 
Iljnexorable all; and all extreme; : vo UNO 
8 O nature, at thy final doom, 
k And hear the fatal ſentence to declare, 
The dreadful hour of diſſolution come, 
Great hour of joy and happineſs to ſome, 
Fo othe:s horror, anguiſh, and deſpair. 
But hark, the trumpet's found, | 
Euliv'ning all round, | 
Had paſt the earth's extremeſt bound, 
And knock'd at every mortal's cold abode; 
And the tremendous blaſt, 
While the dread angel paſs'd, 
Rous'd every dead, where ever plac'd, 
To hear the great deciſion of their God. 
Great day of fear and dread ! ca: nature ftand 
The ſcene, nor ſink to nothing at the though 
When the great minifter of heaven's command, 
With dreadful voice, and an uplifted hand, 
Shall turn created matter all to nought; 
When the angel ſhall proclaim 
Th' Unutterahle name, 
And ſhake ereation's ſolid frame, 
And eviy grave give vp the intombed dead; 
When every foul ſhall rife, 
To join the thronged ſkies, _ 
| Some wake to woes, and ſome to joys, 
But all o'erwhelm'd with awe, and fear and dread. 
See fre, enthron'd in empyteal fire, 
Celeſtial glory beaming all around; 
The great, th' omniſeient, eternal fire, 
See, myriads tremble at th* almighty's ire, 
| And ſaints, with heav'nly joys eternal crown'. 
dee, at Jehovah's feet, 
_ Unnumberd nations meet, 
Netore amnipotence proftrate 
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- While thro' the bleſt abode, 
Th' i revocable nod, 
Derlares the preſence of the God, [ſear 
Even Gabriel veils his face, and Heaven ſhakes with 
Mount up, my ſoul : diſplay thy heavenly wings, 
On the ft; -ong, P.umes of canremplation rilt ; 
Quit thi low ſcene of tranſitory things, 
Lo! bright Urania her aſſiſtance biinps, 
And bids thee join th' aſſembly of the ſkis : 
Mount up, my ſou!, and hear 
"'Th' eternal will declare, 
Come, all ye bl-ft, inhabit here 
Here all your tronbles all your trials czafe: 
Enjoy the great revard, 
For AUS ſouls prepir' i 
The gracious word the bleſſed heard, 
And enter'd n.ankons ot cter nal peace, 
but who can tell the horror and diimay, 
Wich leize unhap y ſouls ; when th angry God 
Bid. them d-part the happy realms of day, 
To fell and torment Keer their deſtin'd way, ä 
And harl'd precipitate from th' bicſ abode ? 
But ſee, th” eternal Son, 
While rays of mercy ſhone, 
From the bright circle vi lus throne 
Vhere glorious ncar his father's fide it Rod; 
From beaining mercy's leat, 
** Father, aſſuage their fate, 
iy-- 
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„ Thy ſentence, full of juttice, mitigate, 
© Aud grant the purchaſe due to }clu's blood.“ 
The Saviour ſpoke, the Godhead, awful, imil'd : 
The ſon, in thanks, with filial rev'rence bow 
The wretched felt their ſentence grown more mild 
Yet with deſpair, and anxious horror filld, 
Still felt the wrath of an avenging God. 
Where now the feats of war, 
The boaſted triumphs where, 
Which ticki'd onee the pop'lar ear? 
Now lie confus'd, and cover'd with diſmay ; 
Where is the poet's fong, 
O'er which enchanted hung 


We charmad liften'd to his tongue? 
is virtuous acts alone can bear ceicttial day, 


On Mr. FT AMES THOMPSO Ns Pan 
I. MORTAL. J hompſon, hear me while [ ſing, 
| In grateful tho' in feeble ftrains, thy praiſe: 
O, were I favonr'd with a maſe like tliine, 
Or did my boſom with ſuch raptures glow : 
As thoſe which ſurg, in never dying lays, 
The vernal verdure. or the parehing heat 
Of ſammer ſuns, or autumn's golden days 

Full of the ſheaf, or winter 's hoary head, 
With ſtorms and frofts, and fleece · deſeending 001 
And vapours pregnant. Then immortal bard, 
cg hou'dſt thou ence moi e, rule in the people's voice, 
Live in the mouths of Britain's grateful ſons, 


Co, 
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Ind to poſterity, thro' the loud trump 
Of fame, tran{mit thy never dying praiſe, 
but, oh, what need of this? has not the muſe 
R2zig'd for the bard a laſting monument, 
More laſting tar than all the tow'ring pride 
Or i gypt's Pyramids, the work immenſe 
0: many ages pat, inglorions toil, 
Compar d to thine, and mould'ring as the dufi 
Of kings, ver whom the ſuperſtructure hangs, 
How am I fird, O fpirit , while I read 
Thy nervous periods? while I fee thee trace 
The vary'd eaſons of the vary'd year? 
O, how traaſporred, while with thee I talk 
B:tide the midnight lamp! or wander o'er 
The vaſt expanſe, th' unmeaſur'd tracts of air, 
In ſearch of objects to compole thy ſung? _ 
Where every line wl.ere every period glov's 
With freſh 'ning ardour, how am I eaflam'd 
With more than human extaſy, to hear 
Thy caſy, yet unlabour'd eloquence, 
1hy graceful, ard yet unaffeged eaſe: 
Thy ftrains how firong, how nervons ate thy lines, 
Immortal poet ! how enibolden'd, and 
How nrconfin'd thy ſenſe! tis tap ture all, 
Tis wondrous great, beyond what th' utmoſt Rretch 
Cf Lyman kill, heaven-nnaſſiſted, cou'd, 
O 1 hompſon, in what happy region bleſt. 
Doſt thou tor ever dwell? or doſt thou Ry 
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From ſtar to ſtar, from rolling worid to world, 
Eazeriy gazing on the wond'rous works, 

Or heim, hof prai es were thy early themes, 
Newton thy guide, and fellow traveller ? 

Or dott tho i wand-r near the ſacred glioſt 

Ot never deing Milton, tellow bard, 

Thytel a Milton? C fupremely blett, 

Beyond the ntmoſt wiſh of hope farewell: 
Let us, trail mortals, ſtruggle here a while, 
Like inſects on a ball, but when I cave 

This lower world, O, lend me angel wings, 
To toar to thee, to where thy ſpirit du elle, 
Tv ere bliſs extatic tu be near thy ſhade. 
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NVERSANT long in the ways of fin, 

I've waded deep thro” thick and thin: 
Bat fince I have read your poem cer 
[hate myſelf, and hate a w 2 
Praiſe God for his abundant mercies, 
aimire your 7%, and your verſes. 


So fine a dame as Mrs. Ptiphar, 
| marvel how he cou'd get rid of her; 
An officer that fits be fore me, 
ys, * dam'me, if ſhe ſhou'd have tore mc; 
Had I no fin for to repent elle, 
BurTaving of my regimentals; 
When madam pull'd me, by my troth, 
I had ſtay d, in honour of the cloth.“ 
T14s well becomes a rakiſh ſpark, 
2ut not the ſroly patriareh: 
Who ſhines amidſt the tacred Page 
\ atrern to all future ages. 


Accept my thanks, then, for your book, 
i like it well, and wiſh you luck, 
und if your muſe ſhou'd want a champion, 
You'll find a friend in 


JOSSY CRAMP ON 
Linerick, Neverber 24th, 12620 8 
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Tnvceation, Pharaoh, Aing of Exyrt, remain, for ſome 
Ire in the . tmiſt anuteti, an acc an fine areams he hd 
dreumt which the wiſe nen of tigypt ried in vain to in. 
terpret The royal Fel is prepir'd the Nobies, ard 
wie Hen of Egypt jummon'd | haraoh / raid, then! 
with wait of J uwgineit iu und the ſenſe 1 {Oreums ; i 
anſwer'd by a S1ge, whe tells him be bughi wt t9 enguare 
furiher ants thyſe ſecret which Heaven had cincealed fi n 
Human Unaer/tanding Pha oah. nat futisfied, ſends 100 
rod Vilundate ts ſaromm all the {earned of Egypt to Vn 
Treſence, and Fer, his Friendſhip as a reward ts him ww 
4d wir.ve! the Dream The Butler while he fer. 
Vit royal M ſter the Hui, ſubmiſſive, tells him of Joiep?, 
who BA mite preted, truly, his and the Laber Dreams in 
Ein Fharaoh &rderi har ts be brug ht ; but firit, t 
re den the Flaomly power propitivus, proceeds tu the 
Temple Api. the chief God if the Ege prians, whore 
Soortficts und Prayers are e:, d ut. The ſacred utes be. 
ing erded. 1 he ral Train return 1 Pracefi n to the Pa: 
luce where tha King ſlewid the greateſt inquietude, tii! 
Joſeph oppears, of whom Pharaoh , i be can inte, 
pre! Dreams To whom Joieph anſwers, thut, tho he wat 
gen want »f ,Viaoic Aris yet cn ding in the favour of hit 
Cid. hom +4 bud never offended be did n t doubt his be- 
irg able lo ſſeu ihe ſænſe f Pharao Cream, and withil 
tacmand t9 hear it. Pharaoh otey:, and Joleph renders 
the It ue © Ierpreti tron, and withal agdarſes Fharach, in 
conſequencę of the Interpretatin, to let rie Man in wh 71 
be coud cn five, over the Land of Egypt. Pharaoh «p- 
potnts Joseph, ard mate, him thy ſecund mam in ihe Aung . 
dom. gin the royal Feail is pred, at which Phara. h 
demands the Recital of Joſeph s adventures till that Da, 
Joieph ws, and Ng Colgll'g er G0kC/naes f part. 
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| O W oftcn vice the ſacred ſoul diſtains, 
When youthful vigour ſwells the manly veins, 

low ſeldom virtue finds a place of reft. 

&cure from tumults in the youthful breaſt; 

is not in man the dreadful charge t' abi de, 

hen ttrong temptations pour on ev'ry ſide ; 

When youth and beauty court him to their arms, 

'nd rhe curſt ſyren opens. all her charms ; 

\ ſafer retuge virtuous minds demand, 

and only find it in a Heav'aly hande 

in woir'd the mule attempt the moral lay, 

And Heav'ns regard for piety diſplay. 

bug vain her efforts ; did that powr which taught 

che Hebrew bard, and fil.'d his teeming thought, 

hen Ifrael's ſons, to many ages tald, 5 

Heard him, ins ird. the moral tale unfold, 

Refule to fill, with Heavenly fire, the lays 

V, nich ſing in Jaepb's lite the eternal's 2 
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Three times the ſpace that meaſures night and day 
O'crmhelm'd with care the Memphian monarch lay 
No mirth, no jay cou'd move his ſadden'd foul 
Muſick in vain eſſay'd, in vain the genial bowl; 
Thoughts riſe on thoughts, and doubts to doubt; 
Whoſe deep ſolution magic charms need; [ (ucceed 
Ev'n Magick tries in vain; where ſtall he find, 
Such depth of thonght, or pegetrating mind, 

To tell what heavn for future days decrees, 
Or fathom what none but th' eternal ſees? 

Tonch'd with their monarch's grief, the mourning 
Once of each joy, and pleaſure the reſort, court, 
'Their joys ſuſpend ; attentive how to bring 

Faſe to their prince, and pleaſure to their king ; 
How bleſt th= prince, how mild ths regal ſway 
Where ſubjects more from love than fear obey ! 

So, lov'd by all. he reign'd in every heart, 
And in his grief each bore a ſubject's part. 

Again the Feaſt with every joy is crown'd, 
The ſummon'd nobles ſtand attentive round; 
From their retreats of cloiker'd learning ſought, 
The royal word the ſons of wiſdom-brought ; 

To whom vhile grief his troubled accents broke, 
And doubtful of th' event, the monarch ſpoke. 

© Whence is your boafted learning ? where the care 
Of deep refearch ! Ye ſons of ſeience, where! 

« Or what avail; your Philoſopkic lore, 

Thus impotent the ſenſe of dreams t explore 
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and muſt I ftill in dark ſuſpence remain, | 
"While each ſuceceding hour augments my pain? 


te ſpoke ; among the learned tribe appear'd 
\ hoary tage, for length of days rever'd; 

\or jeſs for wiſdom; tor his youth he ipent 
the perplexing cares of government; 

men ed long he bore the public weight, 

mM palld with grandeur, and fatigu'd wich ſtate, 
it! love for pure philoſophy inſpicd, 

from the world and all it's pomp retir' d; 

on ere he effects from obvious canſes drew, 


rt, 


ad laid all nature oj en to his view; 

et cou'd not ſtudy ſo intenſe, efface 

de youthful glow, and unreſiſted grace, 

nich bid attention rite in every breaſt, 

7hile thus th' enquiring monarch he addreſs· d 

* Tho' vers'd in learning, in exp rericnce old, 
Blame not, becauſe we can't thy dream unfold ; 
Each art was try'd, aud cach ex, ed'ent fought, 
Which knowledge ſhew'd us or * ch ſcience taught 
Beneath too deep a cloud the mylt'ry lies, 
Which Heav'n or fate to human ſight denies; 
R & then O Ling, fince 'tis the Gods de.ree, 
To hide from ns what future days muſt ſee; 
Contented reft, nor more d. fire to know, 
What it portends or happineſs or woe; 

f good be Heav'n's intent, twill pleaſing come, 


If i}, foreſight anticipates the doo m.“ 
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He ccas'd, and 'midit aſſenting murmurs ſate 

For all rever'd the ſage's words as fate: 

The king alone, with inward grief oppreſs' d, 

Thus ſpoke the thoughts that roll'd within his breaſt. 

* Still muſt I doubt ? and is your ſcience »ain? 

Forth ſend the mandate of my pow'r again; 

Let all who boaſt a ſhare of wiſdom ſtand 

Before my preſence ; *tis your king's command. 

Perhaps ſome youth, by modefty conceal'd, 

To whom the Gods their high beheſts reveal'd, 

May know what they for future age intend, 

Great ſhall be his reward, and honour'd as my friend 
The monarch ſpoke, deep ſil-nce held the reſt, 

Alone the Butler thus his king addreſs'd; 

(While grief to charm, and ev'ry care controul, 

He to his Prince o'erflow'd the nectar'd bowl) 

Pardon, my Lord, thy ſervant's zeal, which dare 

Ihe ſecret anguiſh of his ſoul declare; 

How oft ſince tht ill-omen'4 night I brought, 

Mir d, and again return'd th' untaſted dianght? 


Now to my words incline thy royal car, 


* And graciouſly thy ſervant's counſel hear ; 

* Tho' wiſdom's ſons in vain thy dream explore, 
And turn in vain their myſtic volumes o'er; l; 
Vet why ſhou'd Egypt's ſov rezgn lord deſſ air, Y 
o know thoſe mylt'ries magick deems ſevere ? I 
* A youth I know, of foreign race, who can 


* ]h' unfathom'd depthy of nature's ſecrets {can ; 
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He can, by ways to Egypt yet unknown, 
Each thing reveal, nor truft 1 fame alone; 
For when within the dungeon's walls confin'd, 
For acts offenſive to the royal ming, 
with the Baker of thy houſehold Jay, 
Deny'd the priviledge of light and day ; 
Each dreamt, and each to each the dream reveal'd, 
Nor from our fellow priſoners conceal'd 
The viſion lent, hut one among the ret, . 
(And ſurely Heav'n inſpir'd his facred breaſt) 
Heav'n's will expottnded, and what follow'd ſhew'd 
That what he ſaid from inſpiration flow'd, 
And were tu' immediate dictates of his God, 
For thus did he tnrerpret, I reſtor'd 
Shou'd wait again at memphis' regal board; 
Again ſhou'd in the royal preſence ſtand, 
And give the golden cup to Pharaoh's hand 
But he, ſo will'd his royal maſter ſhon'd 
Attone for his offences with his blood.” 
Scarce had he ended, when th impatient king 
Thus ery'd; © in hafte th' inſpired prisner bring; 
But firſt to Apis' temple all repair, 
And to the Gods prefer your prayers there.” 
A hill there was, which near the palace ſprea d 
It's ample baſe. and rear'd it's awful head; 
'hereon a dome on ftately arches rais'd, 
V hoſe roof with all the pride of Egypt blaz'd, 
o Apis ſacred flood, emblaz'd with gold, 
\t their approach the brazen doors unfold ; 
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Where proftcate fore the (moaking altar laid, 


Thus to his God the Memplian monarch pray'd. 
Hear, Apis, hear; thy Memphis owns thy care, 


* Attend propitious, nor reje& my pr ay er; 
If e'er with gifts | deck'd thy ſacred fane, 
Or flow'd for thee the blood of Oxen flain ; 
If cer I worſhip'd at thy holy ſhrine, 

© Inſpire ſome ſon of wiſm o divine; 


my dream t expound, and tell the God's Intent, 


© Who fer ſome end thoſe nightly viſions ſent.” 
He pray'd ; nor knew how impotent of aid 
The deity, which pricſtly cuuning made: 


Mean while the prieſts the ſacred rites prepare; 


A cloud of incenſe fills the fragrant air ; 
In curling odours ali ſabza role, 

And on the coals the rich libation flows . 
With rev'reuce for the preſent God impell'd, 
The king lnmſe- the ſacred goblet held; 
Thegeftin'd victim, at the altar bound, 


Wich gold adorned, and with garlands crown'd;. 


Attends the fatal blow; the altars blaze, 
And to the Gods the grateful odours raiſe. 
The ſacred rites pertorm'd, the royal train, 

In long proceſſion ſeck the court again: 
Ag iin conven'd the Memphian Nobles ſate, 
And rais'd con picuous on a throne of ſtate, 
The monarch fat; impatience in his eyes, 
And in his breaſt unutual tumults riſe; 


e 
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Oft he revolv d the viſion o'er and oer, 

And try'd in vain it's meaning to explore. 

And fathom the event; which darker grew; 

Still as he thought, and hidden to his view: 
Thus while in deep ſuſpence the monarch lay; 

Joſcph appear'd, in youth and beauty gay; 

A ſimple robe alone his limbs inveſt, 

Which ſh-w'd his well proportiori'd ſhave the beſt; 

His jetty locks (haw graceful to behold !) 

In ringlets o'er his manly ſhonlders roll'd ; 

Him eyes the king, with ſtrong impatience warm'd, 


ue more he viewed, the more his beauty charm'd, 
Thea thus the monarch troke, with royal grace, 
While he ſurvey'd the wonders of his face. 

Fame to my ears the welcome tidinge brovobity 
Thee (kill'd in dream and vers'd in magick £V1ight 
© That by ſome ways, as ye: polle!s's by none, 

The dark decrees of fate to thee are known; | 
* Sav is it true? and can thy wond'rons {kill - 

' Revtal the purpoſe of th' eternal will? 

Or canſt thou, when the viſion 1 declare, 

It's ſenſe explain, and eale a monarch's care?” 
The monarch ſpoke, and thus reply d the youth, 
Dluſhing he ſpoke, tho“ what he ſaid was truth. 
O King, for ever live; may Heav'n deſcend 
In all its love, thy (afety to defend; 

Tis not in human pow'r, O King, to tell ; 
What Heav'n georees, 7 future things reveal; 
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* He only can, to whom his God has giv'n, 

© To know the intricate deſigns of Heav'n, 
No magick aid I boaſt thy dream t' explain; 
Vain is their ſcience, and their arts are vain ; 
My God alone can open his decree, 

And his eternal purpole tell by me; 

© By me, who finee this vital air I drew, 


A 


© No deviation from his orders k new; 
© In him I truſt, let then the king declare, 
This frightful dream, the ſource of ſo much care. 


Thus ſpoke the youth, becoming warmth ſpread, 
In virtue's cauſe, his face with glowing red: 
When thus the king, favourite of Heaven, hear, 
My dream imerpret, and dif; el my fear; 

As late with cares for Egypt's weal oppreſt, 
Er balmy ſleep had ſeal'd th ofe eyes in zeſt; 
My active fancy to my memyry brought 

© Each action of the day, each word, each thought; 
Fach ſcene, howe'er minute, I oft run offer, 
© Till weary'd nature could hold out no mere; 

* I ſlept; even then Imagination drew 

A confusd train of objects to my view ; 

On the gay ſhores, which father Nilus leaves, 


A 


* M:thought I ſtood, and view'd the rolling waves i 
© Pleas'd I beheld, till thefe aſtoniſh'd eyes 

© Saw ſeven oxen from the water riſe; 

© Portentous ſight ! whoſe tollow'd quarters hew 4 
The fertile paſture which the Nile oer flow d; 
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Which ſcarce had on the neareſt margin ſtood, 
When ſeven others roſe from out the flood; 
BBut lean and poor, voracious they devour 
he former ſev'n upon the ſandy ſhore, 
© I woke; but ſoon with weight of care oppreſt, 
Nature again inclin'd to balmy ret; _ 
Again my former dream I ſaw renzw d, 
© But cars oi corn now for oxen ftood. 
© The ſons of wiſdom heard my dream in vain, 
Not all their magick con*a it's ienſe explain; 
I doubted human aid, retolv'd to try, 
And pray th' omniſe ient pow'er that rules the ſky ; 
© Sabzan Incenſe on his altars ſmoak d, | 
And (acrifice the heav'nly pow'r invok'd ; 


In vain ; no aniwer to my Uoubts is giv'n, 
Such was the purpoſe, ſuch the will of Heav'n; 
Thee fame at length declar'd, with knowledge fill's | 
In ev'ry art, in ev'ry ſcience (kilÞd ; 
Now if thy wiſdom can the ſecret tell, 

Which all the ſorce of ma-_ick can't reveal; 

High honour waits thee ; next to me thou'll fland, 
la Egypt next to Fharaoh in Command.” 


Attention follow'd, when the Monarch ſpoke, 


Till Joleph thus th' attentive ſilence broke. 
Hear, Pharaoh and ye Memphian nobles, hear 
Th' eternal purpoſe, and its will revere, 

By various methods, and with various kill, 


Oit does my God reveal his ſacred will 3 _ | 
E 2 
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* To thee, O king, the heav'nly poser choſe, 
His mind in nightly viſions to ditcloſe ; 
One is the dream, which thou renewed ſaw, 
© T” enſure the purpoſe of th' eternal law; 
Which thus decrees, and ſhortly ſhall fulfill, 
Th' Almighty mandate of the heav'nly will; 


A 


2 


Even now begin the ſeven abundant yeats, 
When teeming earth à double increaie bears; 
Such plenty Egypt never yet beheld, 
* Doubling th' increaſe of each luxurient field 
© But ſee approach the ſeven ſucceeding years, 
© When all the wretchedneſs of want appears; 
© Lock'd is the boſom of the fruittul ground, 
Nor plant, nor fruit, o'er E:ypt ſhall be found; 
No plenty ſhall thy Memphis know; nay more, 
© Forget the plenty which the knew before; 
guch is Heav'n's will; would then my Lord receiv: 
« The counſel which a grateful breaſt wou'd give; 
Thus wou'd a friend adviſe ; while plenty reign, 
And with abundance fills th' Egyptian plains; 
Let Pharaoh from his Memphian nobles chile, 
© One, who may not th' important truſt abuſe; 
While Heav'n the means within your power gran 
« To lodge th' aboun:ling ftore for future wants; 
So will your people bleſs you who foreſee, 
And from the rage of famine keep them free.” 
« And who ſo fit, the Memphian king reply'd, 
O'er wide extended Egypt to prefiget 


— 
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© Or who to well th' important place can bear, 


© As he who owns the Gods' diftinguith'd care? 
Thus Pharaoh ſaid, and from his royal hand 

His Cgnet drew, the badge of high command; 

Which, plac'd on Joſeph's, did the youth inveſt 

With rowr ſupreme, in regal purple dreft ; 

and from his neck a chain of burnith'd gold, 

Ot royalty the radiant euſign, roll'd. 

In vain the muſe od paint the kingly feaf, 

the regal lux'ry, and the rich repaſt; 

Which toilow'd, when on that important hour, 

Jotcph receiv'd the high command of pow'r ; 

Now Muſic, which betore no charms found, 

Nor the rich Wine which flow'd in goblets round, 

Jo eafe the royal breaſt, excl ſound employ, 

Anu Near aids to raife the ſoul to joy; 

Tac genial fire was rons'd in every breaſt, 

When Fharach thus the !tebrew youth addreft. 

* Next in command to Pharaoh art thou plac'd, 
Hencur'd with powT, and with high titles grac'd ; 
Thee next ro me ſhall Egypt's ſons obey, 

But in the throne TI bear imperial tway; 
Now while all Memphis here attends thy will, 

Re dy each hour thy orders to fulfill, 

Indul. - my -nrjous boſom to relate, 

What ha : what the turns of fate? 
Which urg”. d tice, cxif'd or dy Heaven's command, 
Or ſeck'ſt thou fortune in a foreigi land, 
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Or art thou by propitious Heaven ſent, 

* To Memphis Court, to tell the God's intent? 
Here Pharaoh ended, mute was cvery tongue, 

And all around in deep attention hung; 

When Joſeph thus ; while o'er his blooming face 

A modett bluſh diffug'd reſiſtleſs grace. 


* Pardon my ſhame t obey my Lord's command, 
Unus'd, O King, in regal courts to ſtand; 

My tale is hiimble as my lite has been, | 
No Camps, nor Coarts, nor Cities have I ſcen 5 
My father's flocks, thy ſervant's fl.ecy care, 

The ſole employment of my hours were; 

With them I iiv'd, from them no actions flow, 
Which Egypt's monarch might Q.fiie to know; 
But ſince the, 're pleaſing to the royal Ear, 

Briefly the tale of my adventures hear. 

* Where fam'd Euphrates rolls his foaming tides, 
* And waters diftant nations as he glides, 
A ſhepherd welt ; trom him my race I claim, 
© Poſſel:*'d oi wealth, and Abraham his name. 
Him call'd his God (for he one God ador'd, 
One ſupreme Being own'd as ſov'reign Lord) | 
Him ca'Vd his God, © Thy father's houſe forſake, 
% Of thee I will unnumbred people make; 
© Depart this land, and ſeek thy new abode, ' 

«© Bleſs'd ſhalt thou be, and I will be thy God.“ 

* Straight my forefather Heav'n's command obey'd, 


f Which ſure perform'd the promiſes it made; 
[ 


* 


* 


* 


* 
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* 
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For Canaan's plains, tho'lengthned far, ſcarce held 
* His flocks to number paſſing number ſwell'd.” 


© Too tedious 'twere minntely to relate, 


= 


A 


In his laft ſtage of life a ſon was civ*n ; 


, To offer up this idol of his love; 

© But Heav'n refus'd to {ce the fatal wound. 
Or need I tell, how Heav'n his faith fepaid, 
Nor ev'n diſdain'd to hear him intercede ? 


When Sodom's ſons provok'd th' eternal's ire, 


And juſtly ſentenc'd to devouring fire ; 

His God inform'd him what he did intend, 
* As Pharaoh aſks the counſel of his Friend, 
Hence Liaac (ſo he call'd his offspring) trod 


© His father's ſteps, and own'd his father's God. 


Who him likewite with favours did engage, 
And gave him ſous, the comfort of old age 
The younger Jacob; unto him I ove 


* My birth, and life, replete with ſcenes of woe, 


How many years are paſt, how many gone, 
Since aged Jacob faw his darling ſon! 
How many fruitleſs tears the ſather ſhed, 


And mourn'd the ſon as number'd with the dead! 


« Little he knows th' exalted honovrs give 
A forcign land, where I firanger live; 


What various ſcenes he ſaw, and turns of fate; 
What need [ tell, how favour'd high of Heav'n, 


Whom Heav'n requir'd the farher s faith to prove, 


His faith was try'd, and he was faithful found, 


Was ” wit. — —ͤ—é — 
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True, he has ſons who may a comfort prove, | 0 
© But, Oh! in me was center d all his love © 
; Say, ſhall I neer again bchola hi: face, | | c 
Nor cloſe my father's dying es n Peace . * 
pardon, my Lord, that midſt the nectar'd bowl, * 
* Griet everęame, and fill'd my anxious ſoul; 00 
5 I will not dare, O Fhataoh, to repine, | P 


Since thut which made me wretched,made me thine, Ml” 
© Twice ſix revolving {uns their courle have run, 
Since 1 the ſeries of my toils- begun; 1 
The canſe L know not, why my brethren ſhou'd 
My abſence covet,. or defire my blood; x 
; Unleſs wich envy fir'd that I could move 
- A gr-ater ſhare in my dear father's love; | 
Dr ec be-avfe I ſaw ill-omen'd dreams, 
That T e oye: a. of their bate became ; » | 
For in 1% deaf, when rich autumn yields | 
* 4 vollen harveſt o'er the waving fields; 
* I ircamt, that while we ſheaves of Corn bound, 
Mine ſtoo erect, and thcit's obry'd around ; 
; A gain I dreamt, and their ſagacious ſkill 
* Did thus interpret Heav n's eftabliſh'd will; 
That I, ſometime, ſhou'd high exalted be, 
And they to Joſeph bend the ſuppliant knee.” 
* Hence or I know not whence, their hatred grew, 
Which fair occaſion ſoon diſclos'd to view. 


© For while their flocks onDothan's paſtures ſtray d 
88 to my , o will I paid; 


A «@ 


JUVENILE POEMS. 81 

And bent my way their fleecy care to find, 
* No dark ſuſpicion barbour'd in my mind; | 
Nor did I know the ranconr of each heart, 
When found, I thus my errand did impart ; 
Too happy in an aged parent's care! 
« Your welfate does his thoughtſul hours ſhare; 
'* Reh5Jd me ſent, thus far, by his command, 
* A ſtranger thro” this wide extent of land; 
* Your ſtate to lcarn, your welfare to behold, 
« And when return'd, the welcome news unfold.” 

To my addreſs lucceeded no reply, 
But hate, premeditated, bids me die: 
And ſure that fatal hour had ſeen me bleed, 
© Fad not my God, for wiſer ends, decreed 
That 1 Could live; for while prepar'd they wait 
The work of death, and 1 expect my fate; 
| The eldeſt, Reuben, (and no doubt his breaft 
My God inſpired) who thus the reſt addreſs'd. 


© How cou'd we, brethren, e'er our fire behold ! 
* How cou'd our tongues the dreadful tale unfold 


* Or how cou'd aged Jacob's boſom bear 
*© The fatal news of Joſeph's death to hear! 
Our father's love, ve know, he does engage, 
„Child of his years, and comfort of his age; 
Let us to yonder pit our brother bear, 


plunge him beneath, and lea ve the dreamer there.” - 


« Th.s counfer'd Reuben, and his counſel pleas'ds 
die, wretched me, without delay they ſeiz'd, - 
| . 5 | h | 
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And downward lent ; nor did | long remain, 
© Soon reſcu'd_ by th' inſatiate luſt of gain; 
For on the nearcft margin of the pit, 
While they, as c.nſcions of no baleneſs fit, 
* 'Thus Judah ſpoke, for judgement much rever'd, 
s For what he faid I from the bottom heard. 
„What profit's us our brother's blood to ſpill ? 
« Or hunger l:ave our purpoſe to julfill ? 
« For if he die, where then will be our gain? 
«& Let us not ftain our hancs with blood in vain; 
« For [ce where yonder elevated ground 
« With tow'ring height, the diſtant prof; ect bounds; 
© The ſons of» Midian from Sabaa's ſhore, 
« To regal Mem his bear the ſpiey flore; 
« Thither let's haſte (and while we may emplay 
“ Our time with uſe) fell the ill-omen'd boy.“ 
* Thus Judah ſpoke, to his advice they yield, 
© And ftraight convey'd me o'er the ſpacious field, 
* My cries no more their cruci hearts regard, 


„While Midian's ſons paid down the due reward. 
Thus deftitate of every human aid, 

Thy Memphis Joſeph {aw a captive made; 

No more I wander o'er my native fields, 

* Where innocence content and pleaſure yields; 

No more I hang on my dear father's knee. 

Oh! what his anxious thoughts, depriv'd of mc 

But ftill my God, who makes the gond his care, | 
W hoſe heav'nly favours ftill the virtpous ſhare - 
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Forgot not me, who never dare d-part 
From his command, nor drive him from my keart- 


Stranger till now to bondage, new to chains, 


In vain the flave of cruel fate complains ; 


4 


c 


Snatch'd from his father's houſe, to ſtrangers ſold, 


Purchas'd as merchandize, and bought with gold; 
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et did not my deſponding soul deſpair, 


10 find in Heav'n a refuge from my care; 


[n this 1 truſted, when from Midian's hands 

He bought me, who the royal guard commands , 
With him I dwelt (to favour'd gracious Heav'n) 
Into my hands the charge of all was giv'n; 
punctual as his were my commands obey'd, 

And Potiphar avow'd what Joſeph taid, 

* Thus were my days in ealy pleaſn:e ſpent, 
And wanted little of a calm content; 


* Blels'd had I been, had not my form betray'd 


a 


A 


* 


* 
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To folly her, who ſhar'd my mafter's bed; 
Nor did I know what charms in me ſhe ſaw, 
Which cou'd th' affections of my miſtreſs draw; 
Nor fur what ends omniſcient Heaven gave 
Grace to this form, it grace this form have; 

For oft ſhe told me, how her boom warm'd, 

How her ſoul rag'd, and how my beauty charm' d . 
How bleſt ſhe'd be, wou'd I but deign to bleſs; 
And iaid, 'twas Heaven my favours to poſſeſs; 
Artleſs, unconſcious of the arts to pleaſe 

| thought ſhe flatter'd, when ſhe did but praiſe 
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© Tho' to my ears was the ſame language bronght, 

And oft ſhe threatn'd, and as oft beſought ; 

« True, ſhe was fair, to grace a monarch's arms, 

£ Were but her virtue equal to her charms, 

© Her graceful form her virtue far ſurpaſt, , 

* Thoſe charms ſhe wanted, which for ever laſt. 

* Tempted on every fide, my God J pray'd, 

To him I flew for firength, to him for aid ; 

He gave me powr my paſſions to reſtrain, 

she courted then and pray'd, and ſigh'd, in vain. 
© Put cn one day, one day of regal flate, 

© Pharaoh commands the royal guards to wait ; 

Oh, may I nc'er forget th' unhappy morn ! 

While Joſeph waited for hi, Lord's return; 

To Joſeph's room her ſoft approach i hear, 

Empty the houſe, and none but Joſeph near; 

© When thus the fair begun her {oft addreſs, 


a 


© Adorn'd in all th' extravagance of dreſs,” 
How ſlong ſhall I thy faveur court in vain, 
© Cruel and hard'ned to a lover's pain? 
% How have I deign'd to beg m y ſervant's love, 
« Whi'e charms like theſe thy virtue cannot move: 
„What is that rigid virtue v hich you boafl, 
„ In which, abſorb'd, all other j joys are loſt; 
4 Virtue, that ſocliſlu bubble of a name, 
© By which a right to future joys you claim ; 
„Come Joſeph, come; indulge the preſent hour, 
he preſent time is always in our pow; 
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Come, while we may, in joys the moment ſpend, 
Oh, might thoſe melting joys but own no end. 
sudden my Lord's approach you need not fear, 
„The Court detains him; there's no treaſon here 
] burn with love; come, quench the glowing flame, 
For this intent to Joſeph's room I came,” 
Thus had ſhe ſaid, when in her flaming eyes, 
I ſaw the wild diſorder'd paſſions rife ; -{charms, 
Ihen thus reply'd; © How could thoſe matchleſs 
Suffer diſgrace, inclos'd in ſervile arms? | 
Does not my Lord to me his all coniide, 
And thee alone, of all he has, deny'd 
Jo Joſeph's will? ſhall I this truft betray, 
Or ceaſe in this my lord's commands t obey} 
Or ſhou'd even he not know the treſpaſs done, 
And we were conſcious to ourſelves alone 
Let heav'n beholds us from yon bright abode, , 
Nor dare I this, and fin againſt my God.” 
This ſaid, I ſaw rage kindle in her eye, 
And from her tempting arms trove to fly: 
' She ſtung with rage, and diſappointed love, 
Strugling, in vain to ſtop my paſſage ſtrove; 
My flowing robe, which flutter'd in the wind, 
She ſeiz d; I fled; and left my robe behind. 
Think not, ſaid ſhe, due vengeance to eſcape, 
My lord ſhall know his ſlave attempts the rape“ 
She ſaid, and fill'd the ſpacious houſe with cries, 
From room to room th enrag'd adultreſs flies; 
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No loud exclaims, now vents her grief in tears; 
My lord returns, the ſudden uproar hears ; 
To him ſhe flies, her ftory to relate, 
For what ſo vengeful as a woman's hate? 
Was it for this, thy ſlave ſuch favour gain'd ? 
« Was it for this, that he at home remain'd ? 
© Such gratitude return'd, for ſuch reward: 
« Scarce cou d my ſtrength my female hohour guard; 
* Icryd aloud, when ſeiz'd with ſudden dread, 
Leaving this robe behind, the villain fled,” 

In vain urg'd to baffie her pretence, 
© In vain I ftrove to plead my iunocence; 
My lord enrag'd, condemn'd his ſlave to bear 
* The noifome ſtenches of the dungeon's air; 
here long I lay, my bet th' unwheleſome ground, 
© And there the royal mercy Jole; h found.“ 

Here J-ſeph ceas d; and ceas'd the joyous day, 
And ſunk in ſlumbers ragal Mempliis lay, 


- 
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End of PART I. 
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ern arrives Pharaoll's Prayer. A council of Rage 
ſummim wherein Pharaoh tells Joſeph his intenfiun 
of *oncurirg him in the preſence of the + yyptians accord= 
178 ly, the rayal Chariots are prepar'd and Joleph rides 
ju the fecind, as next to Pharaoh in the Aing am. The 
un Tears of plenty begin. During the urtverſal Joy, re- 
ird from all enes of Cjoernment, Pharaoh endeavrurs 
o perſu ade Joſeph 10 marry, and fropiſes a high match 
tr him, which Joleph enderorurs to refift, Hill prevail d 
on by force of Argument. The marriage ts corjummated. 
ie Joleph mauiges himſelf in Nuplial Jays, the Years 
ef (urine Commence, The Fgyptians murmur for food. 
Jolvph ſuppiies them from the royal Stores, The famine 
[reading over the neighbouring Nations, Canaan too felt 
the leverity ait, which ublig'd jacob to ſend bis Sons 10 
Ig pt to buy Foud, T hey are intraduc'd to Joſeph, who 
pretending not to know them, accuſes them with being ſpies 
„ witch they anſwer in the Negative, he repeats his Ac- 
cuſalion, to which Reuben replies, at the ſame time telling 
him the [tate au number of their Family, To prove the 
truth of their aſſertion, Joſeph requires nine of them ts 
remain Hoſtages, while the tenth goes, and brings the 
voungef/t Son to his preſence 3 and to confirm his ward, or- 

ers th:m to Priſm, where they remiin'd three days. 
On ihe fourth, they are brought to the Viceroy's preſen-e, 
who putting om a milder countenance, nau requires one to 
main, while the remaining nine bear proviſion to their 
amily, and on their return, to bring the youngeſt Son: 
The depart. At the end of the firſt day's Fourney, when 
whey ſtnp d to give their Aſſes food, ſurprix' d, they found 
he Money ther had paid in Memphis, returned in 
'c mouths of their Sa:hi. They proceed towards Ca- 
wan, where they unfold the tale of the:r adventures to 
lacub. Fariue again pinch g them, with much 2 
| ; they 
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they prevail on Jacob, to permit the younge? Beniamin, [ 
ta go with them to Egypt; they depart, and by their Fa- 
 thers advice, bear preſents fur the Egyptian Viceroy 
Introduc'd to Joleph, he rec:ives them friendly ; they ten- 
i der the St-wart the money return'd in their ſacks, and at 
the ſame time offer their Preſents. They are reliev'd from 
fear by Joleph's kind behaviour , who diſn:ifſes them, with 
food for their uſe ; but willing once more to try them, or- 
ders his cup to be put in Benjamin's ſack. They depart 
but are ſoon overtaken by a commend of men, who find the 
Cup, and bring them back to Joleph, who ubbrazrds them 
with ingratitude, and threatens them all with Slovery, 
They ſubmit to bis jupreme decree, He remits the ſeveri!y | 
of his ſentence, and requires only the one in whoſe ſack hz . 
Cup was found, to remain a Slave, and orders the others 
to depert, Judah perſijts tn expoſtulate with him, un K 
no longer able to contain himſelf, he burſt into tears, em- Dt 
brac'dthem all, and they depart to bring their Father ta 
Egypt, who obeys, and introduc d to Pharaoh receives 
the Land of Goihen for an Inher:taice. 8 
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PART II. 


Carce had next morn illum'd the glowing eaft, 
0 When public care difturb'd the'monarch's reſt; 
The pleaſing image in his mind remains, 

Dt golden harveft, and of waving plains ; 

But dreads to ſec ſucceeding years deftroy, 

The marks of plenty, and the hopes of joy. 

e roſe, and pions fent to heav'n his pray'r ; 
leaven ! ſole refuge from the wretch's care. 

0, thou, whoe'er thou art, eternal mind, 
Who rules the various fortune of man kind; 
Whether . pis care for his adorers feels, 


(For yet in doubt I wander) oh! attend 

While Pharavh ſupplicates ; be Egypt's friend; 
Inſpire thy ſon with wiſdom to compleat 

The will of providence, or work of fate; 

Egypt, and Egypt's monarch at thy ſhrine 

Shall offer incenſe to the hand divine ; 


Or thou, to whom thy much-lov'd Joſeph kneels. 
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Which in his favour'd ſon diſplay'd his pow'r, 


And Egypts ſons ſhall Joſeph's God adore.” 


He 1aid, and ſummon'd at the monarch's call, 
Tir obſequious courtiers crowd the regal hall; 
Where on affairs of royalty and fiate, 

The (ons of Memphis on their monarch watt. 
The fir in wiſdom, tho! the leaft in years, 
There Joſcp}; too, in purple robes, appears ; 

His ſeat aſcends, where near the regal throne 
(Heav'n's firſt reward for picty) it ſhone; 

To whom the monarch, o'er his throne reclin'd, 
In words like theſe unfolds his royal mind. 

* Favour'd of Heav'n, whoſe God no equal knows 
© Joſeph, whoſe breaft with inſpiration glows ; 

© Oh! let my people's wellfate be thy care, 

© More dread the famine than the rage of war; 
© War we can end, but famine rarcly ftands 

© Till defart the depopulated lands. 

* Cominand my kingdom and, at Joſeph's will, 
„Millions ſha!l fly thy orders to fulfill; 

But firft I'lllet admiring Memphis view 

© The man, to whom a nation's thanks are due; 
And ſhew my people that their king regards 

© "The ſons of virtue, and their deeds rewards.” 

The monarch ſaid, and from his throne deſcerd: 
The gilded chariot for the king attends; _ 
Two ſtuds of courſers of th* Arabian breed, 

In form unequall'd, and unmatched in ſpecd, 
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Pond of the reins, with youthful vigour bonnd, 
Champ on the bitt, and beat the duſty ground; 
flowing curls roll'd their ſable manes, 
\\'hile o'er their necks deſcend the filken reins ; 
ihe monarch mounts; and high in royal grace, 
ſeph, as next in honor and in place, 
\ cends the ſecond? in the ſhining rear 
\ lengthened train of ſplendid cars appear 
41d as the grand Proceſſion mov'd along, 
eſſings and pray'rs were pour'd from every tongue; 
id every knee, where'er the chariots rode, 
» Pharzoh will'd) t'exalted Jofeph bow'd, 
hen Memphis her deliverer had furvey'd, 
: > Pharaoli's court return'd the Cavalcade ; 
om whence the royal edict thro” the land, 
Egypts ſons proclaims their kings command 
eph to honor, his commands to obey, 
14 plac'd him next te the Imperial ſway. 
Already had begun th' almighty will 
'', purpole, knpwn to Joſeph, to fulfill; 
-cady did the ſons of Egypt ſmile, 
as'd with th' oferflowings of th' abund ant Nile; 
uch ſhed around it's fertilizing pow'r, 
lence they oreſee a plenty and adore. 
ſor when tht almighty will of Heav'n ordains, 
check it's flow, no plenty fills the plains ; 
-train'd the ſeed, which rural pleaſure ſheds 
round the laud, detatch'd from oozy beds; 
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But Heaven, for purpoſe to itſelf beſt known, 
Or ſtrict regard to future proſpects ſhewn , | 
Bids it's wide ſtream each fertile ſource employ, 
To fill the land with luxury and Joy; 
Which it's glad tons elate embrace, nor know 
Seven future years of penury and woe ; 
Which he awards, who provident foreſces 
Th' eternal laws of Heav'n, and it's decrees ; 
While he proviſion for the famine made, 
To regal ftores th' abounding grain convey'd; 
Mindful of what in fates eternal womb —_ 
Lay hatching, yeais of penury to come. 
Thus roll'd the years, with caſe and plenty bleſt, 

And Memphis ſmil'd, of every good polleft ; 

When on one day, from public care retir'd, 

The monarch ſought what private eaſe requir'd; ; 
And laid the pageantry of fate aſide, 

To find in friendſhip what his throne deny'd. 

Joſeph attends; for who as Joſeph fit 

Familiar with his royal Lord to fit? _ 

*T was in the ſeaſon, when the flaming day 
Oer ſcorched Egypt, flaſh'd the pointed ray ; 
In a cool ſhade, which in the Garden ftood, 
Compos'd of every fragrance of the wood; 
Where dropping myrrh diffus'd it's odours round, WW. 
And flowers beneath perfum'd th' enamell'd ground | 
The monarch ſat; of every public thought = Þ 
Diveſted, ſave what deareſt friendſhip ſought ; 
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Here Joſeph call'd, attends his king to know- 

at warm deſires in Pharaoh's boſom glow; 

ill more to prove by friendſhip and tewards, 
ow much he owes him, and how much regards. 


© Joteph, ſaid he while o'er the Egyptian plains. 
And peopled towns, abundant plenty reigns; 
* While Memphis here docs every wiſh employ, 
And every face diſcloſes figns of joy; lbreaſt 
Unnumbred thoughts have roll'd thro' Pharaoh's 
Jo make thee happy* and to make thee bleft ; 
Now Joſe h, on thy head the ſtates affairs 
Devolve; a nation and a nations cares 
' Demand thy deep attention; Joſeph's will 
Ready as mine, my ſervants ſhall tulfill; 
But, truſt me, Joſeph, who too well has known 
Ihe weight of cares attending on a throne ; 
after a toilſome day, in buſineſs ſpent, 


In vain thou'll ſeek repoſe, in vain content ; 

* Unleſs ſome fair (and they can boaft ſuch pow'rs) 

With melting joys beguile thy leiſure hours; 

* I ſpeak from what I know ; ev'n now a dame, 
Mature for joys, and Aſenath her name; 

Whoſe princely father, Potipherah bears 

he prieſthood's enfigns, and a people's cares; 

Attends thy mot ion among Egypt's race 
None have I ſeen of more majeſtie grace; 

* With gentleft manners, ſwecteſt graces join'd, 
Which ſpeak her lineage and betray her mind; 
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© her ripe tor bliſs, (if no more happy dame 
* Has in thy boſom rais'd a nobler flame,) 
* Take to thy arms, companion of thy cares, 
© She'll ſooth thy anguiſh, and dilmils thy fears. 


© The monarch (aid, and Joſeph thus return'd, 
© While his heart with à grateful paſſion burn'd ? 
Oh! what is Joteph, that his king deſcends 
To rank him with the number of his friends ? 
< What is he ?' freed from ſervitude and chains, 
Who now ſuch favour with his monarch gains; 
But oh! forgive me Pharaoh, if I dare 
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* Refuſe my royal maſter's proffer'd care; 
For how cou'd female tenderneſs beguile, 
© Or how aſſiſt me in the public toil? 
Thus let me live, nor know a change from reft, 
* thoughts divided, or my cares inereas d“ 


He ſaid; and Pharaoh thus; 
»Long in the gilded ſlavery of fate 
I toiFd,,and groan'd beneath a nation's weight : 
Few truths I heard, but on the flattering tongue 
Of Sycophants diſſimulation hung; 
* I found no ſolid pleaſure, no delight; 
* Each day new cares produc'd; and every night; | | 
© Ev'n when I ſought repoſe, my cares return'd ; 
© I curft my ſtation, and in private mourn'd; 
At length a man well {kill'd in wildoms lore, 
© Who vature cou'd, and ngture's laws explore 3 
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© Who on emergencies of ftate preſides, 
And with experienc'd ſkill our councils guides; 
Saw, tho' 1 ftrove my anguiſh to diſguite, 
In Pharaoh's breaft the heart-felt ſorrows tiſe ;; 
For as I oft familiar converſe held 
With him, who much in wiſdom all excell'd ; 
Even in this bow'r, from public care retir'd, 
He told me all my longing foul deſir'd; 
The ſource, the cauſes of my pain explain'd, 
Apph'd his balm, and all my peace regain'd. | 
Look round, ſaid he, thro' Memphis regal court, 
Where all the beauties of the Eatt reſort ; 
Sce, if ſome lovely maid in whom conſpire 


Graces high temper'd with a heavenly fire; 

Whoſe beautics can her monarch's boſom warm, 

Sooth every care, and every paſſion charm; 

If tuch there be, in whom ſuch charms nite, 
Let not my lord poftpone ſuch vaſt delight! 
But be the maid to Pharavh's preſence led, 

And b-ar the bluſhing virgin to thy bed. 

He ſaid, and his wiſe dictates I purſue ; 

Around my court I ſent my eager view; 

Beauties enough, ſoon as my will was known, 

in raJjant circles did ſurround my throne ; 

B-autics J ſaw, but beauties which, elate 2 
Vith royalty, wou'd gladly ſtine in ſtate; | if 
orward they ſeem d, and, judging ill my thought F 
hey aim'd a wt bo but ous dit t fought, 
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A ſolemn day arrives which every year 

To Memphis ſummons all th' Egyptian fair; 

C Unnumbred beauties round the altars ſhine, 
Fo offer pray'rs and vows at Apis ſhrine ; 

© There too, I ſtood, when at my fide I heard 

© The vows and pray'rs of innocence preferr'd ; 
« I gaz'd around, when with intenſe delight, 

A blaze of beauty ruſh'd upon my ſight; 

© She ſaw, and much diforder'd, fttove to riſe, 

© Bluſhing to have engag'd her monarch's cyes; 


« She roſe and to'ards the temple's door withdrew, 


But till my eyes purſu'd th' enchanting vie w; 
There I beheld the fair, with rapture mov'd, 

© Admir'd her piety, and found ——l lov'd 
Judge tlien, O Joſeph, if in Canaan's plains, 

© Some favourite beauty holds thy ſoul in chains; 
Oh judge, what pailions in my boſom roſe, 

* B:yand the power of wiſdom to compoſe ; 
True I might force the virgin to my arms, 
And, like a tyrant rob her of her charms ; 
But then my heart, which love had tanght to 
At ſuch a thought unuſual horror felt; 8 

© [let the Buſineſs of the ftate land ſtill, 
putſu'd alone the dictates of my will: 

© Stoop'd from the haughty grandeur of a throne 
And try d each art to make the fair my own ; 
« Nor were my kind endeavours us'd in vain, 

A ſcene of bliſs ſucceeds to care and pain : 
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The yielding fair conſented to be kind, 
And to my arms her virgin joys relign'd ; 
No more I cutſt the grandeur of-a ſtate, 
Which gave me power to make my conſort great; 
Nor thought [ toil'd, when Egypt's weal requir'd; 
For when, fatig u'd with buſineſs I retir'd, 
And to my dearer-ſclf thy mind diſclos'd, 
Her virtue eharm'd me, and my foul compos'd 3 
With melting language ſooth'd away my pain, 
And ſent me freſh to public cares again! 

He ſaid, and on his words perſuaſton dwelt. 
Joſeph, conv:nc'd, the force of reaſon felt; 
Saw where he err'd, conſented to be bleſt, 
And took the bluoming virgin to his breaft ; 
In vain the muſe wou'd raiſe her deepett lay, 
To paint the pleaſures of the bridal day? 
Or tell what joys in Joſeph's boſom glo d, 
When bliſs on bliſs in endleſs tranuiports fow'd ; 
Jet ſuch alone conceive it, who employ 
Their bliſsful moments in ſuch ſcenes of joy, 7 

While nuptial joys did Joſeph's hours engage, 
Egypt began to fee! the famiues rage; 
The years of plenty and of peace were paſt, 
For who cou'd think ſach ſcenes ſhou'd ever laſt 
Their loud complaints the elamorous people bring 
And murmuring crowd the palace of their king, 
Demanding bread ; tur now the barzen lain 
R:ceiv'd the tillage, but receiy'd in vain; 

, * 
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No glad increaſe the joyleſs peaſant ers, 
Wit: future proſpect of abundant years. 

and now had Egypt's ſons, beneath the weight 

Of tamin-, yielded to untimely fate; 

' Had not eternal wiſdom, for a cauſe 

Of ſecret purpoſe, it's unerring laws 

Reveal'd to Jacob's offspring; who beheld 

The gathering tempeſt, and it's force repell'd ; 
Conſcious of the paſt, and to the future wiſe, 
Unlocks his ſtores and all with grain ſupplies ; 
Which to procure, themſelves, their all, they ſold, 
And in the royal treaſure lodg'd their gold. 

Twice o'er their heads alternate ſeaſons flew, 
While Egypt no releaſe from famine knew 
As yet the barren field makes no returns, 

The land fits deſolate, the nation mourns; 

Nor did the ſons of Egypt only know 

The neighbouring nations felt the weight of woe; 
To whom no favour'd Jo eph was deſign'd, 

To tell the purpoſe of th Eternal mind; 

And Canaan's plains, which ever us'd to bear 
The various products of the bounteous year; 

Her boſom clos'd, her ſcenes of plenty o'er, 

Her frnitlefs fields witi ſatneſs teem no more; 
Even aged Jacob, whoſe declining ſtate 

Scem'd hov'ring o'er the precipice of fate; 

O'cr whoſe grey hairs revolving ſeaſons roll'd, 
Beneath th* oppreſſive weight of cares grown old; 
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vn he, ſo heav'ns eternal will, ordains, 
ommits in vain his treaſure to the plains, 
Vith the glad proſpect of a future food, 
hfle carren lands his eager hopes elude; 
yiterious heav'n! and cou'd the godlike man, 
ho in thy grace his young career began; 
ho fill thy favours for his life Geſerv'd, 

{or from his Duty, nor affection ſwerv'd, 

ou'd he, when now his feeble age demands 
ie duteous kindneſs of aſfiſting hands, 

tient behold the hungry table ſpread, 

lis numerous race with ſcanty viands fed ? 

ich dear poſſeſſion on the brink of fate, 

et bleſs his God, and own him good as great! 
le cou'd, he reaſon'd well; for why ſhon'd man, 
reſume the will of providence to ſcan! 

le good old patriarch ſaw ſome great deign, 
tt immature, in heaven's council ſhine ; 

le (aw. and waited for it's final cloſe, 

or murmur'd at the thought of future woes. 
Not ſo his ſons; around they turn their eycs, 
1 every fide ſee ſcenes of horror rile ; 

ith eager looks, expreſſive of their dr-ad, 

ity mutual gaze, and ſeem demandin,, bread ; 
heir father ſoon beheld his ſons deſpair, 

id thus aecoſts them with a parent's care. 

Why ftand ye thus inactive, gazing round, 
While famine rages, aud no corn is found? 
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Have yon not heard what rumor's voice has ſpre; 
Oer Canaan's plains, that Egypt teems with brea. 
© Thither hafte, my ſons, and e er for want we die 


For us provſians, and your afispring buy! 
He ſaid, they haſte his orders to obey, 
And ſpeedy enter on the lengtuned way; 
The dangers, and the painful journey paſt, 
Memphis imperial towers appear at laſt; 
Still us'd to flocks and plains, and azure ſkies, 
Surpriz'““ they ſee ſuch ſegnes around them riſe; 
Where all that's ſplendid in one view unite, 
And palaces co:npote the glittering ſight; 
At length admit ance roy al goodneſs gives, 
To where it's vicc roy cla in ſi lendour, lives; 
Before ho e preſence, the attuniſh'd race 
Of Jacob proftrate ſue for royal grace; 
And ig orant of heav'n's conceal'd decree, 
To Joſeph tho? unknowing bow the knee; 
For now no more he ſeems th* unhappy boy, 
Whom their curſt envy wanted to d-ftroy ; | 


No more they fee him on his native plain, 5 


Implore ior mercy, but implore in vain; 

But hid beneath the gorgeous pomp of ſtate, 
They little thought to fiad him raid ſo great; 3 
While he in them no alteration found, 

T' eraſe the memory of his former wound; 
Belides he knew what heaven had in ftore, 
While he puts on the haughty face of powr; 
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nd frowning, from the ſhining throne demands, 
Whenec came ye, ſtrangers what your native lands? 
hat do ye ſeek ? or on what errand bent; 
or much I doubt the canſe of your intent.” 
He ſaid, but willing to remain unknown, 
e ſpoke in Egypt's language not his own ; 
hile an an interpreter his efforts made, 

o conſtrue what the haughty viceroy ſaid, 
w'd into fear, at ſuch a ſtern demand, 
euben reply'd, © we came from Canaan's land ; 
By famine, and the want of food impell'd, 
To Memphis regal court our-courſe we held z 
To purchaſe corn my lord, our only view, 
For fame reported, plenty dwclt with you.“ 
He ſaid, and Egypt's viceroy ftraight put on 
ſterner face and ſpoke in dreadiul tone; 
li] would my care my maſter's love requite, 
And I appear ungrateful in his ſight ; 
Who truſts his people's welfare to my care 
Did I not each ſulpe&rd 11] beware ; 
To purc haſe food, is but a ſpecious lye, 
Ye come the weakneſs of the land to {; y. 
He ſaid, and frighted Reuben thus reply'd, 
Hear O my lord, and witneſs heaven beſide ; 
No bad intent thy ſervants” boſoms fill, 
To'thee or Egypt aught deſigning ill; 
Canaan'our land, one common race we claim 
One common lire, and * is his name: 
| 3 
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« T he young: it, Beujamin at home remains, 
Jo comfort Jaco 's age, and ſooth his pains 5 
© Beyond the reach of every earthly pow'r, 
© 'The other bears the load of lite no more; 
Such is our ttate, my lord, diſdaining lies; 
For thou art great as Pharaoh, and as wile.” 
He aid the vic-roy wou'd no further hear, 
< Ceaſe, ftill with falſehoods to perplex my car 
© Thus ſhall the truth of what you ſay be try'd, 
© Nine of you here in priſon ſhall abide; 
The tenth ſhall go, and from his ſire's embrace 
Bring this lov'd ſon, the youngeſt of his race. 
He ſpoke, and to confirm his words commands 
Fetters to bind on their defenceleſs hands; ; 
Ani to the royal priſon to convey 
Jacob's pale ſons, deny'd the light of day; 
'Three days in mutual accuſation ſpent, 
And anxious waiting for the luſt event; 
The fourth beheld them from theirs bonds wha, 
And in the haughty vicero,'s preſence placed; 
Who now a milder countenance put on, : 
And ſoothing language, when he thus begun. 
This do and ijve; for I a God adore, 
And feel the infinence of a heavenly pow'r; 
One of your number hoſtage ſhall remain, 
© The reit ſhall feek in peace their native plain, 
© Loaded with fool, your offspring to defend 
From ills, WEH on a famine ſtill attend; 
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And when returning with a freſh demand, 
Lou bring this youngeſt {on from Canaan's land, 
* Your hoſtage ſhall be to your arms reitor'd, 
And you diſmiſs'd with gifts by Egypt's Lord.“ 
He ſaid, and Simeon with fetters loads, 
And ſends him to the priſon's dark abades; | 
Then well remember'd they, how weak, how vain, | 
Joſeph's intreaties prov*'d on Dothan's plain : 
and own'd, convinced the hand of Providence 
Unerring laws af juſtice to diſp enſe; 
But mindful fill, how oft the force of pray'r, 
Has bent the wills of monarchs moſt ſevere ; 
Once more admittance to the viceroy gain, 
And each Intreaty uſe but uſe in vain „ 
To a'l their arts impregnabie he prov'd, 
As fixt as fate, and as his ſoul unmov'd ; 
Compell'd to yield, and vain the force of pray'r, 
They for the lengthned journey ſtrait prepare; 
But Joſeph not contented yet ſupplies 
Renewed matter for a freſh ſurpriſe. 
For when the journey of a day was paſt, 
And evening thicker ſhades around them caft, 
They ſtopp'd to give their weary aſſes focd ; 
Surpris'd when opening every ſack they view'd 
The gold, which they in Memphis paid, return'd, 
They frighted ſtopd ànd their misfortune moutn'd 
judging that Egytt's viteroy did intend, 
That when again to Memphis they deſcend 
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For freſh ſupplies, by this device to prove, 
How they abus'd his friendſhip and his love. 


Ihe journey ofer, they gain their native ſeats, 


Where aged Jacob their arrival waits; 

With grief the patriarch ſaw their leſſen'd hoft, 
And judg'd his ſon untimely lain, or oft ; 

While tears of grief and joy bedew'd his face, 
Lock'd 'n his dear teturning ſons embrace; 

When Reuben, peaſive for his father's grief, 
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His tale unfol ls, and brings his ſoul relief. 
By thy commands the Memphian tow'rs we viewed 


And in the preſence of their viceroy ftood ; 

M ho fternly told ns that as ſpies we came, 
Demands our country, and our father's name ; 
I told him all our ſtate, but he diſdains, 


© To think us true, but loads thy ſons with chains ; 


Three days within the dungeon's walls we lay, 


The fourth produc'd us to the wiſh'd for day; 


When he a milder countenance put on, 

And milder Language ſpoke his anger gone; 
Depart ſaid he, and with proviſion load 
Vourſelves and ſeek the place of your abode ; 
But thus I'll prove the truth of what you ſay, 
Nine ſhall depart the tenth with me ſhall ftay ; 
And when the youngeſt comes, as I command, 
When you again reviſit Egypt's land, 

I'll to your arms the captive ſon reſtore, 


And Jacob eeaſc to mourn his alfence more; 
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He ſaid, and Simeon loads with galling chains, 
Who now within the Dungeon's walls remains; 
While we in vain endeavour'd to engage | 
His pity for his youth, and Jacob's age; | 
Compe'l'd to yield, unwilling to depart, 
And leave the city with preſaging heart; 
ſacging what pangs muft Jacob's boſom tear, 
Our number laſſen'd and his ton not there. | 
The ſun, which at thy ſon's departure role, 
Had ſet ; when we a train of future woes 
Beheld; for when we gave our aſſes food, | 
Within the mouth of every ſack we view'd - | 
The money which to Egypt's lord we paid 
'Some new device no doubt) in order laid; 
We ſtood confounded at th' unuſual deed, | 
In. doubt or to return, or to proceed 
At length reſolv'd more proper to return, 
Left thou aur long delay and abſence mourn.“ 
He ſaid and Jacob thus in haſte reply'd, 
Why did you ſay I had a fon beſide; 
My Joſeph's death I baniſh'd from this breaft, 
Nor mourn'd while I with Benjamin was bleſt; | 
If he depart, your brother to releaſe, 8 e 
Anq not return I bid adieu ta peace; 
Soon in the grave I'll find relief from care, 
Tho' pangs conſume me cer I find it there. 
He ſaid, and Reuben thus reply'd again, 
Why will my father urge a cauſeleſs Pan? 
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. © Severe at firft tho' Egypt's viceroy prov'd, 
Let ſure he may by pray'rs and tears be mov'd ; 
What heart ſo harden'd that refus'd to melt 
When nature pleaded, nor her callings felt!“ 
To their requeſt a deafned ear he lent, 
Till by a more prevailing argument, 
The rage of famine and of want ſubdu'd 
And Egypt only cou'd afford them food; 
For now the food, which they from Egypt bore, 
Conſum'd, demanded a repeated ſtore, 
When Reuben thus to aged Jacob ſpoke, 
Griet in his heart, and anguiſh in his look. 
How long my father, will thy ſoul remain 
Deaf to our crics ; and ſhall we pray in vain? 
Ho cou'd we hope th' Egyptian lord to move, 
© While Jacob from his ſons witholds his love? 
© Or which more dreadful dangers will afford, 
The rage of famine, or th' Egyption lord; 
If here the darling of thy ſoul remains, 
He's free *tis true, to walk o'er barren Plains; 
But cou'd thy ſoul contented ſee him die, 
Behold him periſh, and relief not nigh? 
But if ſo lov'd (and ſure to thee he's dear) 
„Thy youngeft ſon, ſole object of thy care; 
Have I not ſons, and (if I dare to weigh 
My love by thine) is he more dear than they? 
© Theſe will I leave as pledges in thy pow'r, 
If I thy ſon net to thy arms refturez 
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* Quickly reſolve, my father while we ſpeak, 


© Famine increaſes and our force grows weak; 
Let us once more reviſit Egypt's lord 
« And fill with joy the tenants of thy board.” 
He ſaid and no alternative was left, 
Of each fond hope of each excuſe bereft ; 
He yields; but c'cr his darling ſon depart, 
Thus the fond fire unfolds hi: lab'ring heart; 
* Since he muſt go, fince ſo my God deerees, 
Who now the bleeding of this boſom ſ:es; 
Let me, my fon, this darling pledge bequeatk 
(In whom I live, and in whole life I breathe) 
' To your regard; and oh my ſons if e er, 
It, Judah thou Cer felt a father's care, 
' Oh, think what grief, what anguiſh and what pain 
' Muſt rend my breaft till ye return again! 
' But more to gain the favor of this lord, 
Return the gold, which he to you reftor'd ; 
And preſents ready for yonr journey make, 
Which Egypt's lord may not refuſe to take; 
Take the rich balm which on the ſpicy hills, 
From Gileads odoriferous Shrubs diſtills; 
And dates which grow, where Jordan's flood divides 
The Palm tree plain, and rolls his ſwelling tides ; 
And Storax, whoſe enliv'ning breath exhales 
Delicious ſcents, unknown to Memphian vales, 
This do; and may the God who always [aw 
My Reps unerring from his holy law, 
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© Attend my ſons; that they may favor find, 

© And move the Memphian viceroy to be kind; 

© Inceſſant pray'r ſhall every hour employ, 

To bring you to thoſe arms again with joy. 
Thus as he ſpoke, in Benjamin's embrace, 

The big tear trickled down his aged face; 

He cou'd no more, ſo {well d his anxious heart, 

His ſons. prepar d, their father's houſe depart, 

And introduc'd again to Egypt's lord, 

Joſe: h receives them to his houſe and board; 

Surprize, at ſo much goodneſs ſo muh grace, 

Sat lively painted on each Hebrew face: 

But fill ſome dark deſign conccal'd they fear, 

Which to prevent their ſtory they prefer 

To Joſeph's ſteward ; who oer his houſe preſides, 

And leſſer cares and leffer councils guides; 

And told him, (while their tears a proof afford 

Of their fincerity) the gold reftor'd 

Again they brought; leſt Egypt's viceroy ſhou'd 

Of guiit accuſe them, or tefuſe them food; 

A mild reply their anxious breaſt relieves, 

And courage to their fainting ſpirits gives; 

Which doubled, when releasꝰ d from Egypt' 8 chais 

Their brother Simeon they b-hold again; 3 

In mutual love, and kind enquiries patt 

The time away the hour approach'd at laſt; 

When Joſeph on the gorgeous couch was laid, 

And Daintics on the ſumptuous table ſpread : | 


hey ſaw, admifing, with v hat ſtrict tegard 

To age, the viceroy every portion ſhar'd ; 

But when hey ſaw him ſerve the youngeſt beſt, 

A mark of honour for the favour's giuck,) 

ſhe, deep deſign unable to untold, 

They file 11 ſtand, and with amaze be hold. 

und now, tlie calls of nature farisf\'d 

droviſton for their houſe Procut᷑ d b: fide; 

he ſous of Jacob for the road prepare, 

Vith their ſuccets elate, and void of Care: 

But difappoinred is the ehild of hope, 

Mio on ptecarions fortune bnilds his frop ; 

He ſecs lis eager with at once oErihroun, 

nd joys jalt ja his reach, ate not his owt, 

So paſſid they on, till by their Lord's Command, 

ur; d, c erta ken by an armed band; 

be fte id of Joſeph's houfe, with ſeeming rage; 

or acts ungratefuf, did their thougltt s engage ; 
tow eon d y ou with ingratitude tequite 

The love don met witk in my maſter's ſiglit ? 

Or, do ye thits hi kindneſſes repay, 

Whe at his 1abte honowr'd yon this day? 

What bateful fury did your Souls ; ; offe 55 

Favour'd as Egypt's ſons, not 2 red ici 

hen your demand, was ſatisfy J, and 

Fan von demanded uf abundant fore 7 
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© How cou d you dare the golden cup purloin, 
* By which the lord of Egypt does divine: 
« And by whoſe aid, whatever hidden lies | 
« In time's dark womb. is open to his eyes.. 
He ſaid, and Jacob's ſons together ſpake z 
© What ſtronger proof of Juſtice cou'd we make ?. 
The gold which to thy fervants was reſtor d 
We brought again, and gave to Egypt's lord; 
* Cou'd you ſuſpeRt us then ſo haſe, ſo mean, 
© To ſtoop to thetr, in ſearca of ſordid gain? 
« But all ev alive arguments a; wt, 
Our God well knows the ſec:ets of the heart: 
Loet him. with whom the golden cup is found, 
Before your preſence be this moment bound; 
And, when the lord of Egypt has decreed, 
« Let him beneath the ftroke of juſtice blæzd; 
Nay mo:e;. the reft, bencath the Memplian chain 
© Of ſlavery, hall drag a life of pain.“ 
They ſaid ; the ſteward th“ inqueſt then begnn, 
In juſt ſucceſſion to the youngeſt ſon: | 
Within whoſe ſack, (for Joſeph gave it place 
In Benjamin's) they found the golden vaſe ; 
Words vou but faintly paint the vaſt ſurpriſe, 
The grief conſpicnous in the brother's eyes ; 
When Benjamin, their father” s only hope, | 
His boſom comfort,/and his ages prop; 
Fr By their own ſuſſrage ſentene d to be ſlain, 
Ad they con demn'd to wear the galling chain; 


JUVENILE POEMS: 111 


ithout delay they meaſure back the road, 

d ſeek th! Egyptian viceroy's proud abode ; 

ho, when he ſaw his brethren, ftraight put on 

ſcowling viſage, and an angry tone; 

Vhat have ye done? or cou'd ye hope fo miss 

[he vengeance due to actions baſe as this ? 

Or knew ye not, that, high in Pharaoh's grace, 
nd dignify'd with titles, pow'r, and place, 
cou'd by Egypt's magic arts behold, 

What fate has in her fecret records roll'd ?- 
can; and actions baſe as your's demand 
The ſpeedy vengeance-of an injur'd hand.“ 

He ſaid, and tetror, well diflembled, fat 
don his brow, and they expeR their fate; 
zen Judah thus to Egypt's viceroy taid 3 _ 
"ith weak defence, my lord, the guilty plead ; ; 
Dor cloquence is vain, and juft our fear, 

Vhen demonſtration makes the f:& ſo clear : 
ur whole dependance on thy noble mind; 
or mercy ſtill with juſtice ſhou'd be join'd ;- 
ot he alone, who did the fact commit, 

at all to thy ſupreme decree ſubmit.” 
e ſpoke, and Egypt's viceroy thus reply'd ; 
hot juſtice and the laws wete on my lide ; 
ho pow'r unlimited my word attend, 
nd fearleſs on the guilty head deſcend 
he ſword of juſtice yet my God, before 
hoſe fhrine 1 m—_ and whom I adore, | 
2 
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« Forbids that on the innocent be laid 

© The weight of crimes due to the guilty head 3 
Do ye, who unpolluted yet remain, 

© Return in peace to blets your fire again; 
Ihe youngeſt tha'l in fervitude attone 
His crime, aud with the weight of bondage groa 

The viceroy ſpoke and Jndzeh thus rejo ned: 


Pe 


© Can ſupplication move a noble mind? 

And will not Egypt's lord dildain to hear 

pe prayers, which the gnilty dare preber; 

My lord demanded, when for food ue came, 

If with a father bleſt, or brother's name? = 

* Weanfwer'd truly, that a much Tov'd fire, 

* Loaden with years, nor yet extinct his fire, 

Still bleft his oft pring with a fa:livr's care, 

© Tho” one, the youngeR, claims uncqual ſhare g 

* Whom, w. th another who long ſince no mere 

© Draws vital air, his muck luv'd Rachel bare; 

* This darling fon, obeying thy commands, 

We ftrove to reft from aged Jacob's hand; 
Who deaf to pray'rs remain'd ; att: -noth tudu 

© By famine's rage, and promile oft rencw'd, 

© Safe to his arms his far" rite te refture; | + 

* He bad us ſteer to Egypt's fand on.e more; 

How hall Itlünk, low fuetl'd our father's breaftY 

* With al-the weight of anxious grief oppteſt? | 

How heav'd hits boſom, how fis eyes Oer HN, 
* hen fuſt we enter on the . 2 road! 
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551 ftr ict a charge for Benjamin was given, 
Ron he commended us to th care of Heav'n! 
whos then, my lord; it yet a filial race 


= 


Soto thy Cartes, and hangs 1 in thy embrace, 
ang cls thee father; think on Jacob's age, 


he Joubitful of our fate will conitant mourn, - * 


\ 11 gb, 1m, atic:it for his ſon's return: 
Tom me, my lord, will the fond fre demand 
15 arling fun cniruſied to this hand; 

nme alone will Jacobs vengeance Jall, 


eg ra'riom, ſurety, and the pledge for all; 


% ſhort his vengeance ; for exceſs of grief, 
„ wich no] o „fla ngnage brings relief; 


ur cv n che rev rence of grey hairs can lave, 


ill fend our father to the dreary grave. 
me my lord, by more cxperience mewn, 
Tn e, hut yet a ſtripling, cou d haye known: 


t mne a bondtman with, m/ lord demain, 


tile Ne returns to leſs lis lire again,” 


Thus Judah poke; tears Row'd from every eye, 
rcon d the vir eroy ftand unmoved by; | 


14 


ad bis breafl, oft roſe the tender thought, 
% weak deception agannlt nature fought ; 


longer las emotion he conceals, 


ze all perceive the tender pangs he fcels3 
i- tuns uf HRV t from his pretence lens, 
„d, H to err Lott emotion vent; 


Vat anxious thoughts our parent's breaſt engage ; 
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« Forbids that on the innocent be laid 

© The weight of crimes due'to the guilty head; 3 

Do ye, who unpolluted yet remain, 

© Return in peace to bleſs your fire again; 

he youngeſt ſhail in fervitude attone 

His crime, aud with the weight of bondage groan 
The viceroy ſpoke and Jndzh thus rejohmed; 

© Can ſupplication move a noble mind? | 

© And will not Egypt's lord diſdain to hear 

« The pravers, which the gnitty dare prefer ; 

My lord demanded, when for food uc came, 

If wth: a father bleſt, or brother's name ? 

* We anfwer'd truly, that a much Tov'd fire- / 

* Loaden with years, nor yet extinct his fire, 

Still bleſt his off pring with a fa:lizr's care, 

© Tho” one, the youngeſt, claims uncqual fhare; 

© Whom, with another who long ſince no mur 

© Draws vital air, his muck Jov'd Kachel bure; 

* This darling fon, obeying thy commands, 

We ftrove to reft from aged facob” s hand: ; 

* Who deaf to pray'rs remain'd ; at length uBSu'3 

* By famine” s rage, and promile oft renew d, 

© Safe to his arms his fay rite te reltyre, 

* He bad us ſteer to Egypr's tand once more; 

ow ſhall I think, low fuell'd our father's break, 

* With all-the weight of anxious grief oppteſt! 

How heav'd its boom, how luis eyes .o'erflows, 
When fs we enten the engthurd road! 
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| Hwy ſtrĩct 3 charge for Benjamin was given, 

Wen he commended us to th' care of Heav'n! 

Think then, my lord; it yet a filial race 

Soltens thy cares, and hangs in thy embrace, 

ang els thee father; think on Jacob's age, 


Jy wm Joubtſul of our fate will conitant mourn, - / 
rt gh, im atic:it for his ſon's return: 
ram inc, my lord, will the fond fre demand 
is darling fun cniruſted to this hand; 
o me alone will Jacob's vengeanee lall, 


eg ranſom, ſurety, and the pledge for all; 
1 ſuort his vengrance; for exceſs of grief, 
„ich noh ow'r of la nguage brings relief; 
Yar c n the rev rencc of grey hairs can ſave, 
ail fend our father to the drear 1 grave. 
8 me my lord, by more experience neun, 
Tan ne, but yet a ſtripling, cou'd haye known; 
te a bondtman with, my lord jernain, 
te de returns to bleſs his fire again,” 
Thus Judah poke; tears Row'd from every eye, 
3 Wor cou J the vr. eroy ftand unmoyed by 
ad bs breatt, oft roſe the tender thought, 
g weak UEceptica againlt nature fought z , 
n longer his emotiog he conceals, 
4g e al} pere cive the tender pangs he ft els; 
r tens uf HRV t from his preſence tent, 


70 © ES! to "ery zott emotion vent: > 


Vat anxious thoughts our parent's breaſt engage; 
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His viſage alter'd and his eyes O'erflow'd, | 

His accents ſtammer'd, and his colour glow'd; 

Unable longer his revenge 10 feign, 

Or 'gaio the ſoft ſentation to maintain: 

While different paſſions in his boſom move, 

Claſps to his bieaſt rhe brother of his love. 

And when the torrent of his joy was o'er, 

Which, lock'd in filence, held his tongue before; 

Ia your brother, er ies; here accents fail'd, 

And fluods of tears chꝰ oſtructed ſpeech aſſaild; 

Again the Memphian lord his tears ſuppreſt, 

And thus unfolds the burden of his breaſt. 

© lam your biother? docs my father live! 

A (irict detail of every action give; 

Me have ye ſold, tor me my father griev'd, 

But me the king of Egypt has receiv'd ; 

* Elame not yourſelves, but think it Heaven's decree, 

© Whole providence in every work we ce ; 

M ho ſent me down to Egypt to fulfill 

The gracious purpoſe of his heav'nly will ; 
por had not Heav'n diſpos'd the juſt events, 

* And you too made the happy inftruments ; 

- Hew wou'd not Egypt's barten fields alone, 

But neighbouring lands the dire effects have Lnown 

* Lo years already has t'-c famine ſpread 

„The rage of want, and Egypt groans tor bread; 

But 4eqming plenty rezgns in Pharaohs' ftore | 

Of Corn, of Food; and theſe are in my pw r; 


* * bo * 
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Hafte then to Jacob with the joyful news, 

That Joſeph lives, and lives but for his uſe; 
Say, hakte to Egypt, bring your cattle down, 
Your flcks, aud herds, for Egypt is your own; 


Pharaoh commands, for he has heard your ſuit, - 


And Pharaoh reigns in Egypt abſolute ; 


| Hafte to my father, bring him to this place, 


Nor let diſſention rite *mong Jicob's race; 

Dear to your brother, in affection dear, 

Forget ny threatning and abandon fear ; 

To prove your coaitancy my on'y aim, 

My ſoul acquits you from the guilt and blame.” 
To ſo much goodneſs who cou'd make return, 


Mich ſhame, and love, and gratitude they burn; 


Twixt diff'ring paſſions either way they're toſt, 
dow guilt confounds, in gratitude now loſt ; 


Poſeph obſ-rv'd them with ſ urpriſe op] reſt, 


and in their turns be folds them to his breaſt; 

Vith ſoothing ſpecch alleviates every dread, 

Jin each dark doubt, and weak ſuſpicion fled. 
Impatient now his father to behold, 

icloy'd tho” abſent, and rever d tho' old; 

Juſeph commands his ſcrvants to prepare 

The ſumptuous dainties, and the gilded car; 

ids them negleR no office that can move 

ſenſe of duty or a ſenſe of love; 

| he duteous ſervants haſten to fulfill 


Vith pl-aſing care, their much-lov'd maſter's will; | 
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The Aſl.s groan beneath the coftly load; 


The brethren enter on the lengthnęd road, 

- Piſmiſ d with gifts, with neceſſaries ſtor'd. 

And dainties from the Memphian vicerey's board; 

While over Memphis runs the quick report, 

That Joſeph's brethren were arriv'd at court ; 

kach boſom ardent ſtrives who firſt ſhall ſhew 

The greateſt love or kindeit office do; 

Clad of th' occafion, which the time affords 

To ſtew th' affection which they ow'd'thoir lord 
Mean time the ſons af Jacob to the plain 

Where aged [fra-] dwelt, their courſe maintain ; 

Where the fond fire at cole of every day, 

Aſcends the hill x hich gverlooks the wayg 

And oer thę plain below his fight extends, 

Till in the lengthned view the fruitleſs viſion ends. 

At length while day juſt m urnd departing light, 

His ſons returning bleſſ'd his aged ſiglit; 

H-: meets the retinue with fond ſurprize, 

Thinks he's deceiv:d and ſcarce believes his eyes 

il iock'd within his darling 1 ſon's embrace, 

He uanders o'er each feature of his face, 

And quick demands, half doubtful, half afraid; 

What means my ſons this pompons cavaleade . 

(co long the tale, the eldeſt thus addreſt. : 

« Beſide; thy wearied ſons demand thei: reſt; 

Nou let th' account ſutfice which Reuben gives. 

* Thy belag ſon, beloved Joteph Jives, 
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Lives, and o'er Egypt's ſons extends his (way, 


Vho next to Pharaoh do thy fon obey; 

Vir ne imbiall”d, (and tho' great yet mild) 

/riorns th? man, which ence aJorn'd the child 

| card the Chariot for the lengthned road, 

And th“ Aiſes freighted with the coſtly load; 
ate Tote lends, and by his king's command, 
„e 19% invites cheeto the Eg: ptian land; 

0 hafte away let's every care employ.” 

Hefaju; theitory fd iheire with joy; 
Das Jolerh tive? the patriarch thus exclaim'd ; 
es Juicph live, ſor pow r and wiſdom fam d? 
ravn! tis cnongh. of all thy bountcous ſtote 

Gui e me to ſee my ſon; 1 aik no more.” 

ic laid ; excets of joy his iQul op preſt, 
F! - {ank, depriv d of ſenſe, on Reuben's breaſt ; 
he vital ftirea n forſook th' external part, 
And in tumultuons tides o'criow'd his heart, 

Their father new engroſſes all their care, 

* he by degrees inhales the vital air; 

eis opening eyes ſcarce hear the ruſting light, 

And atoms dance before his dazzled fight: 

Thrice} in ſuc«eflion did the day and might 
W le Jacod's 75 — their nnmefous TY collect, 
A ro the Memphy an tow'rs their courſe direct ; : 
hte half the way was paſt ; the ſun juft let; 
inen Egypt's lord the long retinue met; 


Go: 
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In vajn the muſe wou'd paint with all her fire, 
The iong-loft ſon, or the oferjoyed hire ; 

Jo tell what thuught in cither breaſt prevails, 
Sons muſt conceive it for Geiciiption tails. 

The journey o'er, Memphis“ imperial tow'rs 

Recciv'd their lord with all the ſhew of pow'r; 
Ev'n Pharaoh join'd the general joy, and ſhew'd 

What true relpett from generous actions flow'd! 


W hen Jacob bending with the weight of years, 
Rev'rend and grey, befare the king appears z 
W hoſe awful brows does Pharaol:'s thaughts engage, 
Who thus demands th' extent of Jacob's aga. 
* Thy rev'rend head, with honours filver'd o'er, 

* Demands my wonder, but thy ſtory more; 
Which thy great ſon, the guardian of my throne, 
* Compiving with my will, long ſince made known 
But ſhort in one eſſential point he fell, 

* The number of thy years he did not tell. 

The monarch, ſaid and Jacob thus reply'd, 

While Egypt's vi ero waited at his fide ; 

Evil and few, O king, have been my days, 

Feu (punt 10 pleaſure, and a: tew in caſe; 

Nor has my lifeth' exalted ſtate attaiu'd, 

* Which, happier far, my great forefathers gain'd ; 
T.. twice ſev'n hundred waining moons, and more 
* Increas'd their luſtte, and renew'd their ſtore; 

 -- « Since firkt the light my infant eyes beheld, 

On Canzan's pläins. au Jacob's native field; 
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He ſaid, and juſt preparing to depart, 
'irft pours this prayer (rom his fervent heart ; 
May Heav'n, O king, whole providential care 
The good ſtill witneſs and the virtuous ſhare, 
protect thy life, and bleſs thy days with caſe, 
and in the toil of power give thee peace; 

May no corroding care thy bliſs deſtroy, 

Nor grief torment, nor damp thy riſing Joy 3 


And when oid age with bending years comes on, 


Mayit thou ne'er feel the want of ſuch a fon, 
„ As duteous now my feeble age ſupports, 
' Call'd from his native plains to ſine in courts, 


Jacob departs, the Mempliian monarch bleſſ'd. 
\nd Goſhen's plains receiv'd their welcome gueſt. 


rr rr 
To the AUTHOR of JOSEPH. 
From his MOTHER. 


FOSEPH we find in ſacred ſtory, - 
Gur ſex's ſhame, your ſex's glory: 
ut prithee boy, u hy didſt thou chuſc 
o bright a ſubject for the mule ? 
Vith wondrous {kill thou'rt ſire pollcſ,, 
No find the Phoenix on her neit ; 
re. Hor ſearch the annals of mankind, 
Another Joſeh thou'lt not find ; 
| he princely ſudah not ſo nice, 
'orſook his virtue in a trice 3 
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No ſooner be began to woo, 

But off goes crown and bracelets too; 
We read indeed of Scipio, 

At war with Carthaginian foe, 

Wh, when a lovely tempting maid 
Was by his ſoldiers captive made, 
R-tus'd to ſee hex, this they ſay, 

But this is m-er apocrypa. 

7] hen why need'ſt thou be ſo ſevere 
Aga nft the poor Egyptian - #a& 
Ot virtuons matrons there was plenty, 
One Potiphar « Suſanua's twenty; 
With many which I could relate. 

For what ſo vengeful as a woman's hate.“ 
This tine, dear boy, I flole from you, 

For u hich ! think there's intereſt due; 
And now to make you rich amends, 

I promiſe we'll h:nceforth be friends: 

And now to ſhew my fi jend{hip” $ ni ice. 

I proceed with kind advice; : 
Do vou but copy Joteph s way, 

In all you do, in all you fay ; 

Re his pattern always near; 

Firm thy foul ; thy mind ſineere; 

Let no tempting bait per! ade, 

(How gloſſingly ſoever laid) 

To break tho e laws by Heay'n deſign'd, 
A ſtrict injunction on mankind 

And always think to him yon owe 
Whatc'er 2 Godhead can beſtuw 

(Not conttradictory to juttice) | 

Cn ſuch e ſta: e as REASNING MAN is 


* 


— — 


— „ An 3 — 


— 


JUVENIEE POEMS. 12 


The D R E 4 Mt. 


WAS in t: e ſeaſpn, when the God of day 
High from mid heaven ſhot à meridan ray; 

When his bright carr roll'd ſuittly t3:rought the figng 
Wire near the twins the ſcorching Cancer guncs; ; 
Uir'd with the ceafylels toil cf city care, 
Forth Damon went to breath a purer air; 
Where the gay fields, their pa ured beauties ſhew, 
\nd Zephyrs loaden with their odours, blow: 

here the. gay buds of Violet's beauteons blue, 
Their lezs es expand and catch the morning dew, 
And where the bluſhing Amaranth begun, 5 
* unfold it's beauties to the morning lun: . 

[here every proſpe&t charmed my raviſu d ſi ;ght, 

:d fill's my brealt with wonder, and delight; 

Here tow'ring ems form'd a reſteſning made, 6 

while thro their ſprays the winged Songter play d 
iuickiet beneath, the various panſies lie, 
nd there a rivulet ran murmuring by: 
Weary'dlat length with Plabus' ſultry heat, 
| ſought the coolneſs of a green retreat, 
y fmple nature torm d; where myrtles join, 
and Lauzels i interwoven branc ens twine ;) 
0 this rect let envy blent be, 
or grudg'd the prince his ſtately canopy ; 
knceth this ſſiade, peaceſul contentment grows. 
tzceful as that which fits on Verye's brows ; 


* 
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Plato's great ſoul might here retirement find, 

Fitting the Impulſe of his ſearching mind; 

Here Cato's ſelf might calmly meditate, 

Nor dread the ruin of a Roman ftate ; 

Here Pythagorean knowledge might improve, 

For contemplation was it made, and love; 

Nigh which reclin'd, I meditating lay, 

Screen'd from the ſun beams of the God of day; 

Nor did I long poſſeis my flow'ry bed, 

'Till airy phantoms flatter'd round my head. 
Methought, I ſaw, deſcending from above, 

Cytherca's queen, the patent qucen of love; 

Swift from the ſkies the ſmiling Goddeſs fle w, 

Two wanton doves her burniſh'd Chariot drew; 

Smiles on her cheeks, joy on her viſage fate, 

On their gay queen, the ſporting graces wait; 

Cloſe after her, the god of love, her fon, 

Wrapt in ambrofial heaven haſted down; 

Fatt by the bower, on the beipangling green, 

Here Cupid ftopt, here ſtopt the Paphian queen; 

The Goddeſs then approach'd the verdant ſhade, 

And thus to her unb:arded urchin faid : I 

Approach, my ſon, here prove thy wondrous pow'r, 

See where the victim, ftretch'd beneath yon bow's : 

_ Securely hies: draw forth a choſen datt, 

gend it unerring, to his carcleſs heart: | 

Behold the youth, who thinks he can deſpiſe 

The ſpeaking glaacee of Clarinda's eyes, 
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Let him, nor him alone, let mortals know 

The pomer of thy leve-creating bow; 

Make him the pangs of diſappointment feel, 

Make at our ſhrine the univerſe to kneel ; 

Make him who ſleeps ſccure beneath yon ſhade, 

Own the bright beauties of the beauteous maid; 

Make him to her in plain :.e accents mourn, 

Love without hope, and Rtill deſpairing burn. 
Thus ſpoke the Goddeſs, but her beardleſs ſon 

Malignant ſinil'd, and thus the boy begun: 

See, mother goddeſs, charming queen olf love, 

Whole altars ſmoke in the Idalian grove; 

he filial duty of thy cupid ſee, 

Cen his obcdience, and his love to thee ; 

Lchold I now will act a Cupid's part, 

And ſend the feather'd poilon to his heart; 

His inmoft ſoul ſhall own the ſhaft divine, 

And feel the vengeance of a power like thine, 
This ſaid, methought the ſounding bow he drew, 

Swift to my heart the bearded arrow flew; | 

Decp in my boſom ſunk the fatal dart, 

(Too lure he ſent it, for I feel the ſmart,) 

And junk th' envenom'd poiſon in my breaſt, 

The ftrong emotion interrupts my reſt; 

p ſtraight I ſtarted, but the phantom gone, 

eft me beneath the ſhady bower alone; 

he pi4ntoms diſappear'd th' effects remain, 

2 cafe 7 flumber'd, bet I woke in pain. 
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Inſtructiam to s Statugry to erect the BUS FS of ths 
go on M 

In erib d to Mr. O HAL LOR AN of Limerick, Surgeor, 
W hole fleady zeal, and unweary'd Application in 
aſſerting, from undeniable proofs, in the caſe of 
Oj/ine againſt c. Pherſon, the honour &c. of lus 
country, deſerves the higheit Ap; laute. * 


E ERE plaſtic ſon of nature, play thy part. 

| And call forth all the wonders of thy art; 

In ev'ry line be deepett judgment ſhewn, 

And figure into life the dreathing ſtone; 

Recall to vigour bards of former days, Tpraiſe 

Whoſe works have fill'd the month of fame with 
Far on the rig, bencath the cope ot nigit, 

Where darkrels ſeems juſt burſting into light, 

Let t Mine ſtand ; a ſpear his hand mutt grace, 

And honeſt ſcars declare the warrior's face; 

Reſign'd the glory of the bloody field, 

No more he firikes, in fight the founding ſuield; 


Now ecufts the muſes to the thady groves; 


| Now calls the deeds of heroes into fame, "ey 


And itiikes the harp to ſome illuſtrious name; 

Now falling warriors mark the bloody fray, 
And ſnields, and ſpears, and helms, compoſe i he bro- 

In vain the mind on ſingle features dwells, [ken la; 

When all thy work with num'rous beant'es (wells; 


— f — 


1 Offine, So Fionne M Comhal, 2 grea? poet un 


Warrior, t bibi fd in t hirdCentury fee page j' 


* 
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For 8.7 prepare; the comic mule diſdains 
Ir. boat of ought, hut his or Furguur's ftrains ; 


4 
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Chieſ fon of ſong ! to native truth reſtor'd, F 
And prov'd the proweſs of thy father's lword ; 
O, might 2 bard of theſe degenerate days, 
Baſk in thy beam. and brighten in thy blaze; 


No more $:uldit thou, Proſgie, creep the ground, . 
[But rife to meaſure of Caltalian ſound. 


Next artift, let the duſt of Spencer ſtand, 


Aud wave his magic circle round the land; 


ring Pa' frics, Steed, Fays, Fzirics, Ehe in Coht, - 
And Knights, and Marzons mix in ajry &2hi 


Smooth told his flowing long the fairy tale, 
Nor did the airy fights of fancy f. mn; 
Which i in the winding of a tory told. 
To barbaxous ears the moral truths un fold. 
Then place NA on à judgment eat, 
In ſpite of we? h and titles truly great; 
Preſcribing limits to the flights of ſorg, 
And ;aws dictating to the 1hyming throng; 
Bidding to urge, or to teſta in their courſe, 
While his example does his laws enforce. | 
Let Congreve, next Roſcommon hoid his place tons 
Whoſe lines can boaſt of ſomething more than ihr 
They giye a laſting 3 image of his wing. 3 
Sort but Bot weak. and genile, not too kind. 
Now, artiſt, let thy wond'rous kill be known, 
\ keenyer chizzel, and a finer ſtone 


* 
* 
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From their light ſcenes con:ounded folly flies, 
Aud all her train of Hydra monſters dies; 

'To juit regard they rais'd the comic play, 

And laugh'd the folly of the age away; 

So fine the ſtroke, the ſatire cut ſo keen, 

The wound was mortal, tho' the edge not ſeen, 
In ſome conſpicuous place let Swift appear, 


* Tnicrib'd with Drapier, Dean, or Gulliver ; 


No matter which, his formidable looks 

Muſt tell mankind the ſubject of his books: 
Which fill'd with wit, and keen fatiric rage, 
Laſh'd, and improv” d, at once, an imp.ous age. 
On a tribunal, likewite let him fit, 
And ſway his Sceptre o'er the realms of wit; 


Succeeding bards thrd* Swift to fame muß climb, 
And judge the meaſure of their wit by him, 
Fain wou'd th: muſe her darling fon commend, 


A zealons patriot and as firm a friend ; | 
And ſee his coantry rears the latting buſt, 1 
When monlders the original in duſt; 
Mg broke the chains, by party rage defign'd 
In abject tate Ierne's ſans to bind; 
Whole pen ſtill ſtrove her freedom to  refloge, 
And burſt the force of ill deſigning pow'r. _ 
See Parnel comes, prepare the poets place, 
Draw ev'ry virtue ſmiling on his face; 


erected in Dublin. 


1. Ii the time this poem was wrote, Switt's fatue 1 
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From envy free, trom party Strife and 1ages 


— —— 


* 


His face muſt be a picture of his page: 
See. by bis ſide a litle Pope “ appears, 
Aud calls the poet into future years; 
Amidit the learned circle of his friends 
He ſtands, and Parnel's moral page commends ; 
The world obeys, for Oxford hears the ſtrain; 
Nor Hatley hears nor Pope commends in vain. 
| Sich were our bards who lays immortal ſung, 
| Tho' ſilent now remains the tnnctul tongue: 
While ſuch as theſe Ierne calls her own, 
Her ſiſter holds, o'er wit, a doubtful throne; | 
And numbers yet remain behind unna.n'd, | 
For pointed wit, and deepeſt judgment fam'd; + 
Whom their own muſe, tho* gratitude runs dry, 
Deathleſs herſelf, forbids, in tams to dic. 


FFC FED ELILECEEECCEr<< — 
To UA U R &. 
Painter once of old eſſay'd 
Jo paint the beauties of a maid, 
Ia whom, conſpir'd, he'd trace 
United all the brighteſt charms, 
The heaving breaſts, and ſnowy arms, 
And every killing grace. 
The ſnmmon'sd nymphs of Greece colle&s, 
Chuſes from ſome and ſome rejects, 


* Mr. Parne]' $ wer? publiſh'd b Mr. Pope fer 1 the 
ethors death and in ſcrib'ii to the cart of Oxtord: 
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 Porgatteenst0-hismindg,, v! 
rom one an eye from one a hair, 
This gave a lip, aud that an air, 
And every beauty zoin'd. 
But had he ſeen my Laura's face, 
Her eyes, ker ſhape, her mein, her grace, 
And every beauty weigh'd ; 
No longer vainly, won'd he fees * 
lhe dimpled ſmile and roſy check, 
hut from her draw his maid. 


The Mliferies of an Author or, the Coffee-Hlouſe Miſcellary 
A I 'Tom's the anthor fits behind a ſkreen, 
Willing to ſee, unwilling to be ſeen; 

Upon tie table his propoſals lic, 
Jo catch at entring, every curious eye: a 

In comes a cap din, alt inclos'd in lace, 
And full of ſeif. importance takes his place; 
A ſtapid front and an uumeaning air, | 
Spoke him as weak Q judge of wit as war 3 
Jakes up a paper looks around the room; 
Juvenile poems publiſh d! pray by whom? Bu, 
Fine times indeed | When every fop muſt write, 
Who dare not ſhew his lace, where | dare ſiglit; 
The braggadochio ſiniſn'd here his boaſt, 
Humm'd an old tune and call for the evening voſt, . 
& ſmart attorney who behind him ſat, 0 
Preaming of Cceds, wills re cords, and al that ; * 
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Tous'd from his dream of golden views proceeds, 
\eſotv'd to damn the work before he reads; 
fall peruke he wore, whence odours breathe, 
And cover'd ſomething like a ——fkull beneath: 
lis pockets crumm'd with parchments, papers, books 
fou'd ſwear he was a lawyer, by his looks. 
his worthy gentleman fi}] bore the ſway, 
Vherever he declaim'd at bar of —— tea 
Aha her he for the anxions elient Fe 
Ir into rudeneſꝭ at the table broke 
he ladies fill forgive, do what he can, 
nd then —he was ſo queer a gentleman — 
{car what he ſays; when fops and wiclings 1 write, 
t is he lawyer's bnſinefs to indite.— 

He more had ſaid, to gratify his STO 
lad not a doctor, interrupting him; 
uſt then appear'd, a golden- headed cane, 
und ſuit of {able ſpoke him a — wile man; 1 
Ie like the lawyer, wore a full peruke, 
Zut had indeed a.hypocritic look; 
rueſul length of face — a fallow frin=— 
ſupercilions air — a eynie grin—— 
pon his meagre hand a briliant ſtone 
The great reward of fome paſt fervice) ſhone; 
t tom's this worthy doctor conſtant ftay'd, 
hen leifure ga +: him leave, his viſits paid ; 
o read thre lait gazette, his fole en 
d ſneer at all he heard, his bet enjoyment 3 


— 
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From ſuch a bad propenſity of mind, 
What cow'd an author hope for —that was kind ? 
Who like a phyſioghomiſt, diſery d 
Ill-natur'd malice boiling high with pride, 
Sit on the learned doctor s fretted face, | 
Who, ſhrugging up his ſhoulders, ſpoke with Srace 
Good lord, deliver me! what itch is this, 
Which makes all write yet all to write amiſs? 
Now — on my life, tdis author - what's his name ? 
Intends to travel the high road to fame; 
I know him well who with the poet's part, 
Pretends to join th* Apothecary 6 arts. r_ | 
O heav'n ! and was not all the force of med'cine ables 
To purge his magotty brain's, Angean ftab!:: ! 
And cou'd the -mortar's muſick not con found 
The rhyming meaſures of Caſtalian ſound; 
I fear he's pet a cure — he will g on 

Ipity ſuch who will — will be undone. 5 

"Fis hard to ſay, how far the doctor s pity, : 

Might help to ſhew him foo!, or ſhe ham witty > 
Had not a BUCK, juft at the inſtant, come, 


And ttampt, and kick'd, and hector'd round the roam. 


At length the poems caught nis wandring eyes, 

| Hereads the title page (nv more) aud cries ; 

Pſha w, damn the nonſence! give me ftill the laſa, 

That ſits beſide me, while I chuck th glas. 3 

Can't poets write, then burn, a fg by civil! 
d kick him and hi s poems to the Devi vi 


* 
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*O lord, (the author cries, behind the ſcreen, 

For now indeed he wiſh'd not to be ſeen ; , | g 
Sure nothing can exceed an author's curſe, 5 
Who, tho' he's bad muſt ſtill be judg'd by worſe; 
Firſt comes a captain, with a face of braly, 
Calls me a fop, which ſhews that he's an aſs; 
The ſmart attorney then, becauſe he's woke 
From pleaſing dreams of ſuits, deſigns a ſtroke, 
Which levell'd at my boſom, does portend 
Death, or, at leaft, a lawſuit in the end. | 
Next comes a doctor — o] good lord, deliver 
Me from his hands, for ever and for ever! | 
The poor man's mad, he cries, with looks demnre, 
And 'cauſe he gets no ſee, why I'm paft cure; 
His malice all his learning cannot fetter — 
But I forgive the buck — he knew no better ; 

lis element is but to damn and ſink ; 

ut be it what it will, he made me think, 1 

ay, almoſt ſwear, that if I ſeap'd this (quabble, 
I'd ſhew no more my poem to the rabble ; 

Vho at thy coffee-houſe, good Tom, aſſemble, 

lo make he vot rics of the mules tremble. 


een e 
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